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PROLOGUE. 


Spoken by Mr. WIL KS. 


n ben ibe Plain Dealer aurit, he/a/7dtiof Crime 
= Which then infeſted moſt——the modiſb Times: 
But now, when Faction ſleeps, and Sloth is flcd, 

And all our Youth in afive Fields are bred; | 
When thro GR EAT-BRITAIN's fair entenſis, Round, 
The Trumps of Fame the Notes of UN ON found; 
When ANN A's Sceptre points the Laws their Courſe, 

And her Example gives her Preceßts Force; 

There ſcarce is room for Satire; all our Lays 

Muſt be, or Songs of Triumph, or of Praiſe. 

But as in Grounds beſt cultivated, Tares 

And Poppies rife among the Golden Ears; 

Our Product fo, fit for the Field or School, 
Muſt mix with Nature's fawourite.Plant— 
A Weed that has ta twenty Summers ran, 
Shoots up in Stalks, aud wegetates to Man. 


a: Fell. 0 


ſuch Fools as may Diverſion yield; 
And, Thanks to Nature, there's no want of thoſe, 
For Rainor Shine, the thriving Coxcomb grows. 
Follies to-night aue fhaw ne er laſb d before, 
Yet ſuch as Nature fſhews you ev'ry Hour : 
Nor can the Pictures give a juſt Offence 3 _ 
For Fools are made for Feſis to Men of Senſe. : 
| 1 | A 3 Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſons. 


M E N. 


Ali unwell, F- eee * Mills. 


| ken Fortunes, the firſt 
or, as Maſter, and the ſe- Mr. Wilks. © 


cond as Servant. | 
Count A French Officer, Priſoner | | 
Bellair, 1 + at R fl F * ne. 
- A Country Blockhead, 2 
| Sullen, brutal to his Wife. 8 © Mr. Yerbruggen. 
Freeman, A Gentleman from London. Mr. Keen, 


Foigards, 3 Batz Se. un. Bowen 
Gibber, © A Highway-Man. Mr. Cibber. 


Bag ſbot, : His Companions. | | | ; 
Boniface, Landlord of the Inn. Mr. Bulhck. 
Scrub. Servant to Mr. Sullen. £ Mr. Norris. : 


W O M E N. 


An old, civil, Country 
Ta  Gentlewoman, that 
dy cures all her Neigh- 3 
Bountiful, bours of all Diften. Mrs. Powe. 
pers, and fooliſhly fond 
| of her Son Sullen. 1 
Dorinda, Lady Bountiful's Daughter, Mrs. Bragsusw. 
Mrs. Sullen. Her Daughter-in-law. Mrs. Olafield. 


.Gifſey. Maid to the Ladies. Mrs. Mills. 
chen, J Tier in the Inn. . { Mrs. Bicknel 


SCENE, L ITC HFIELD: = 


/ 


en. 


night. 


T H E 


Beaux Stratagem. 


ACT I. 
SCENE, An Inn, 


Enter Bohiface running. 


SHamberlain, Maid, Cherry, Daugh- 
W ter Cherry; all aſleep? all dead? 


Enter Cherry running. 


'S Cher. Here, here. Why d'ye 
 bawl ſo, Father? D'ye think we 


have no Ears? | 


Bon. You deſerve to have none, you young Minx :-- 


The Com any of the Warrington Coach has ſtood in the 
Hall this Hour, and no body to ſhew them to their 
Chambers. f 


Cher. And let 'em wait, Father; there's neither Red - 


Coat in the Coach, nor Footman behind it. 


Bon. But they threaten to go to another Inn to- 


A 4: Fo, Cher. 


a 12 Ne 1 far fro the 8 
*avertygn t em. mfr 88 comipg: 
Ire s the London Coach arxriw d- 8 2 * 


Eater - feveral People ait Nb Bae I 65 ; 
boeber Luggage, and croſs the —— ä 


Bon. Wel elcome, Ladies. 


Cher. Very we elcome, Gentlemen. 3 


ſne w the Lion and the Roſe. Exit with the Company. 


Fe Auel, 4 Riding Ilabit, Archer as Fook: 


man, Carrying a Por tuauteau. 


| GY This way, 


this way, Gentlemen 


Him. Set down the things 3 go to the Stable, and ice. 


my Horſes well rubb' d. 5 = EGS 
Mercy. I hall, Sir, 
Aim. You're my Landlord, L ſuppoſe? 


Bun. Yes, Sir, I'm old Will. Bonriface, pretty well 


known upon this Road, as the Saying is. 
Aim. O! Mr. Bauri ace, your deryant. | 
Bon. O, Sir What will your Honour pleaſe to 
drink, as the Saving. i is. 
Aim. I have heard 
fai'd for Ale, I rr PH taſle that. 
Lon. Sir, J have now in Cellar ten Tun of — 
beſt Ale in Staffordhire ; *tis 


be juſt fourteen Lear old the fifth OF of next March, 
Old Stile. 


Aim. You're very exuct, J find, in the Age © of your 


Ale, < 

Bon. As punctual, Sir, as I am in the Age of -my 
Children: Fl ſhew you ſuch Ale——Here, Tapfter, 
broach Number 1706, as the Saying is; 
Mall taſte my Ano Domini I have liv'd in Litch- 
field, Man and Boy, above eight and fifty Years, and, 
4 believe, have not conſum'd eight and fifty Ounces of 

eat. 


ſt 


* 


you Town of Litchfeld much 


{mooth as Oil, ſweet as 
Nille, clear as Amber, and ſtrong as Brandy; and will 


Sir, you 


* 


"|  TheBEaux STRATAGEM. 7 
Aim. Ata Meal, you mean, if one may gueſs your 
Senfe by your Bulk. Hoa 
Bon. Not in my Life, Sir. I have fed purely upon 
Ale; I have eat my Ale, drank: my Ale, and I always 
ſleep upon Ale. | 8 


Enter Tapſter awith a Bottle and Glaſs. | 


1, Now, Sir, you ſhall ſee, [Fi//ing it out] your Wor- 
}- 3 ſhip's Health: Ha! delicious, delicious, —-fancy it 
7} Burgundy, only fancy it, and 'tis worth ten Shillings a 
Quart. . | 
Aim. [Drinks] Tis confounded ftrong. 5 
Bon. Strong! It muſt be ſo, or how ſhould we be 
- ſtrong that drink it ? 2” 5 
5 Aim. And have you liv'd ſo long upon this Ale, 
Landlord ? | „ | 
Bon. Eight and fifty Years,upon my Credit, Sir; but 
lu. i kEill'd my Wife, poor Woman, as the Saying is. 
: Aim. How came that to paſs ? 55 
Bon. I don't know how, Sir; ſhe would not let the 
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5 Bon. Ods my. Life, Sir, we'll drink her, Health. 
D Lady Bountiful is one of the beſt of No- 
men: Her lat Huſband, Sir Char/es Bountiful, leſt, 


aud broken Shins in Men; Green Sickneſs, Obſtruc- * | 
„ tions, 
1 


3 TheBEAUXSTATAGEM. 
tions, and Fits of the Mother in Women; —— The 
King's Evil, Chin-Cough, and Chilblains in Children: 
In ſhort, ſhe has cured more People in and about Lzzch. 
field within ten Years, than the Doctors have kill'd in 
twenty, and that's a bold Word. 
Aim. Has the Lady been any other way uſeful in her 
Generation? gs. 3 
Bon. Yes, Sir, ſhe has a Daughter by Sir Charles, the 
fineſt Woman in all our Country, and the greateſt For- 
tune: She has a Son too, by her firſt Huſband, Squire 
Sullen, who marry'd a fine Lady from London t'other 
| Day; if you pleale, Sir, we'll drink his Health. 
Aim. What fort of a Man is he? | 
Bon. Why, Sir, the Man's well enough; fays little, 
thinks leſs, and does——nothing at all, faith: But he's 
a Man of Great Eſtate, and values no body. 
Aim. A Sportſman, I ſuppoſe. | | 
Bon. Ves, Sir, he's a Man of Pleaſure ; he plays at) 
Whiſk and ſmoaks his Pipe eight and forty Hours toge- 
ther ſometimes. 1 | =, 
Aim. A ſine Sportſman, truly! And marry'd, you 


Bon. Ay, and to a curious Woman, Sir——But he's 
2———— He wants it here, Sir. 
[ Pointing to his Forehead, 

Aim. He has it there, you mean. 

Bon. Fhat's none of my Buſineſs ;- he's my Landlord, 

and ſo,a Man, you know, wou'd not. — But T'cod, 
he's no better than Sir, my humble Service to you. 
[Drinks.)] Tho I value not a Farthing what he can da 
to me, I pay him his Rent at Quarter -day ; I have a 
good Running Frade; I have but one Daughter, and. 
1 can give her But no matter for that. f | 

Aim. You're very happy, Mr. Boniface; pray what 
other Company have you in TO.]ͤn ; 

Boz, A power of fine Ladies; and then we have the. 
French Officers. ods | 5 
Aim. O that's right, you have a good many of 

thoſe Gentlemen; Pray, how do you like their Com- 
Fany *- f La | 
Ten 
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Ban. So well, as the Saying 1s, that T cou'd wiſh we 
had as many more of em; they're full of Money, and 


pay double for every thifig they have; they know, Sir, 
that we paid good round Taxes for the taking ot em, 


and ſo they are willing to reimburſe us a little; one of 
'em-lodges in my Houſe. | | 


Enter Archer. 


Arch, Landlord, there are ſome French Gentlemen 
below, that aſk for you. | 
Bon. TY wait on em — Does your Maſter ſlay 


long in Town, as the Saying is? [To Archer, 


Arch. I can't tell, as the Saying is. 

Bon. Come from London ? 

Arch. No! 

Bon. — to London, may hap? 

Arch. No | 
Bon. An odd Fellow this: I beg your Worthip's 


Pardon, I'll wait on you in half a Minute. [ Exit. 


Aim. The Coaſt's clear, I ſee 
Archer, welcome to Litchfield. 
Arch. I thank thee, my dear Brother in Iniquity. 
Aim. Iniquity ! prithee, leave Canting; you need 
not change your Stile with-your Dreſs. 
Arch. Don't miſtake me, 4imwell, for'tis till my 
Maxim, that there's no Scandal like Rags, nor any 
Crime ſo ſhameful as Poverty. : „ 
Aim. The World confeſſes it every day in its Pra- 
ice, tho Men won't own it for their Opinion: Who 
did that worthy Lord, my Brother, ſingle out of the 
Side-box toſup with him Yother Night? 
Arch. Fack Handicraft, a handſome, well dreſv'd, 
3 ſharping Rogue, who keeps the beſt Com- 
pany in Town, | 
Aim. Right: and, pray, who marry'd my Lady 
Manſlaughter t'other day, the great Fortune? 
Arch. Why, Nick Marrabone, a profeſs'd Pick: 
prin and a good Bowler; but he makes a hand- 
ome Figure, and rides in his Coach that he formerly 
uſed to ride behind; 


Aim 


Now, my dear 


10 The BEAUX STRATAGEM. 


Aim. But did you obſerve poor Fack Generous in the 


Park laſt Week ? 19 88 | | | 
Arch. Yes, with his Autumnal Perriwig, ſhading 
his melancholy Face, his Coat older than any thing 


but its Faſhion, with one Hand idle in his Pocket, and 
with the other picking his uſeleſs Teeth ; and tho' the 
Mall was crouded with company, — was poor Jack 


as ſingle and ſolitary as a Lion in a Deſart. 


Aim. And as much avoided, for no Crime apon 


Earth but the want of Money. „ NT 
Arch. And that's enough; Men muſt not be poor: 
Idleneſs is the Root of all Evil; the World's wide e- 


nougz), let 'em buſtle: Fortune has taken the Weak un- 


der her Protection, but Men of Senſe are left to their 


Induſtry. | | 
Aim. Uponwhich Topick we proceed; and, I think, 
luckily hitherto: Wou'd not any Man ſwear now, that 


Iam a Man of Quality, and you my Servant, when if 


our intrinſick Value were known 


Arch. Come, come, we are the Men of intrinficle 
Value, who can ſtrike our Fortunes out of our ſelves, 
whoſe Worth is independent of Accidents in Life, or 


Revolutions in Government: we have Heads to get 


Money, and Hearts to ſpend it. | 


Aim. As to our Hearts, I grant ye, they are as wil- 


ling Tits as any within twenty Degrees; but 1 can 


have no great Opinion of our Heads from the Service 
they have done us hitherto, unleſs it be that they brought 
us from London hither to Litchfield, made me a Lord, 


and you my Servant. 


Arch. That's more than you could expect already. 8 


But what Money have we left? 
Aim. But two hundred Pound. | % 


Arch. And our Horſes, Cloaths, Rings, &c. why, 


we have very good Fortunes now- for moderate Pco- 


ple ; and let me tell you, that this two hundred Pound, 
_ with the Experience that we are now Maſters of, is a 
better Eſtate than the ten thouſand we have ſpent. 


—, 


— 


— 


| -Our Friends indeed began to ſuſpe& that our 


Pockets were low, but we came off with flying Cg- 


loure, . 
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Tours | ſhew'd no ſigns of Want either in Word or 
Dee 4 | | S | | 


Aim. Ay, and aur going to Brufſe/s,was a good pre- 
tence enough for our ſudden diſappearing; and, I warrant 
you, our Friends imagine that we are gone a volunteering. 
» Arch. Why, faith if this Project fails it muſt e en come 
to that. I am for venturing one of the Hundreds, if you 
will, upon this Knight-Errantry; but in caſe it ſhould 
fail, we'll reſerve the other to carry us to ſome Counter- 
ſcarp. where we may die as we liv'd, in a Blaze. 

Ain. With all my heart; and we have liv d juſtly, 
Archer; we can't ſay that we have ſpent our Fortunes, 
but that Me have enjoy dꝰee m.. 

Arch. Right; ſo much Pleaſure for ſo much Money; 


| we have had our Penny-worths ; and had I Millions, 1 


would go to the ſame Market again. O London, London! 
well, we have had our ſhare, and let us be thankful: Paſt 
Pleaſures, for aught I know., are paſt, ſuch we are ſure ' 
of; thoſe to come may diſappoint: us. T2. 
Am. It has often griev'd the Heart of me, to ſee how 
ſome inhuman Wretches murder their kind Fortunes; 
thoſe that by ſacrificing all to one Appetite, ſhall ſtarve 
all the reſt—You ſhall have ſome that live only in their 


| Palates, and in their Senſe of Taſting ſhall drown the o- 
ther four. Others are only Epicures in Appearance, ſuch 


who ſhall ſlarve their Nights to make a Figure a Days, 
and famiſh their own to feed the Eyes of others: A con- 
trary ſort conſine their Pleaſures to the Dark, and con- 
tract their ſpaciqus Acres to the Circuit of a Muff: ſtring. 

Arch. Right; but they find the Indies in that Spot 
where they conſume 'em, and, I think, your kind Keepers 
have much the beſt ont; for they indulge the moſt Senſes 
by one Expence, there's the Seeing, Hearing, and Feel- 
ing, amply gratified ;- and ſome Philoſophers will tell 
you, that from ſuch a Commerce, their ariſes a ſixth 
Senſe, that gives infinitely more Pleaſure than the other 
five-put-together. £5300 [ET 4 

Aim. And to 9 to the other Extremity, of all 
Keepers, I think thoſe the worſt that keep their Money. 


Arch. 


4 
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Arch. Theſe are the moſt miſerable Wights in Being ; 
they deſtroy the Rights of Nature, and diſappoint the 
Bleſſings of Providence: Give me a Man that keeps his 
' five Senſes keen and bright as his Sword, that has em 
always drawn out in their juſt Order and Strength, with 
his Reaſon, as Commander at the Head of 'em ; that de- 
taches *em by turns upon whatever Party of Pleaſure a- 

reeably offers, and commands em to retreat upon the 
Appearance of Diſadvantage, or Danger. — For 
my part, I can ſtick to my Bottle, while my Wine, my 
Company, and my Reaſon holds good: I can be charm'd 
3 Singing, without falling in love with her 
Face: I love Hunting, but would not, like Acteon, be 
2 5 
another keep. it; and juſt ſo I love a fine Woman. 
Aim. In that laſt Particular you have the better of me. 

Arch. Ay, you're ſuch an amorous Puppy, that I'm 
afraid you'll ſpoil our Sport: you can't counterfeit the 
Paſſion without feeling it. | 

Aim. T ho' the whining part be out of doors in/Town, 
"tis ſtill; in force with the Country Ladies: And let 
me tell you, Frank, the Fool in that Paſſion ſhall out- 
do the Knave at any time. | 

Arch. Well, I won't diſpute it now; you command 
for the Day, and ſo I ſubmit: At Nottingham, 
you know, I am to be Maſter. 55 


Aim. And at Lincoln, J again. WT 


Arch. Then at Norwich I mount, which, I think, 


ſhall be our laſt Stage; for, if we fail there, we'll em- 
bark for Hollasd, bid adieu to Venus, and welcome Mar: 

Aim. A Match! [Euter Boniface.] Mum. 

Bon. What will your Worſhip. pleaſe to. have for 
Supper ? 4 | - 

Aim. What have you got? | 

Bon. Sir, we have a delicate piece of Beef in the 
Pot, and a Pig at the Fire. rib joan pla. ie] 

Aim. Good Supper-meat, I muſt confeſs ;— I 
can't eat Beef, Landlord. | | 12 
Arch. And I hate Pig. 


Aim, 


ogs 3 I love a fine Houſe, but let f. 
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Aim. Hold your prating, Sirrak? Do you know who 
you are ? | Aide. 

Bon. Pleaſe to befpeak ſomething elſe ; I have every 
thing in the Houſe. * | 

Aim. Have you any Veal? 

Bon. Veal, Sir! we had a delicate. Loin of Veal on 
Wedneſday laſt. | | | 

Aim, Have you got any Fiſh or Wild-fowl? 

Bon. As for Fiſh, truly Sir, we are an inland Town, 
and indifferently, E with Fiſh, that's the truth 
on't ; but then for Wild- fowl ! We have a deli- 
cate Couple of Rabbets. 

Aim. Get me the Rabbets fricaſſeed. 

Bon. Fricaſſeed! Lard, Sir, they'll eat much better 
ſmother'd with Onions. | 

Arch. Pſhaw ! Rot 3 Onions. 

Aim. Again, Sirrah ! — Well, Landlord, what you 
pleaſe ; but hold, I have a ſmall Charge of Money, and 
your Houle is ſo full of Strangers, that I believe it may 
be ſafer in your Cuſtody than mine ; for when this Fel- 
low. of mine gets drunk, he minds nothing: Here, 
Sirrah, reach me the ſtrong Box. 

Arch. Yes, Sir, this will give us Reputation. 

| , [fide Brings the Bax. 
Aim Here, Landlord; the Locks are ſealed down both 
for your Security and mine; it holds ſomewhat above 
Two hundred Pound; if you doubt it, I'll count it to 
you after Supper: but be ſure you lay it where I may 
haveit at a Minute's warning ; for my. Aﬀairs are a little 
dubious at preſent; perhaps I may be gone in half an 
Hour, perhaps I may be your Gueſt till the beſt part of 
that be ſpent; and pray order your Oſtler to keep my 
Horſes ready ſaddled: But one thing above the reſt I 
muſt beg, that you would let this Fellow have none of 
| 145 as you call it; — for he's the 
moſt inſufferable Sot Here, Sirrah, light me to 
my Chamber. 
Arch. Yes, Sin! Exit, lighted. by Archer. 
Bon. Cherry, Daghter Cherry. 


Enter 


12 
— 
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Enter Cherry. 


Cher. D'ye call, Father? 5 
Ben. Ay, Child, you muſt lay by this Box for the to 
Gentleman; tis full of Money. © * | 
* Cher. Money! all that Money ! why ſure, Father, be 
the Gentleman comes to be choſen Parliament-man. 
Who. 1s he? | 
Bon. I don't know what to make of him: he talks of 
keeping his Horſes ready ſaddled, and of going perhaps 
at a minute's warning, or of ſtaying perhaps ail the beſt 
part of this be ſpent, | 6 i 
Cber. Ay! ten to one, Father, he's a Tay roman: 
Bon. A Highway-man ! upon my Life, Girl, you have 
hit it, and this Box is ſome new-purchaſed Booty - d 
Now, could we find him out, the Money were ours. | 
- Cher. He don't belong to our Gang. 
Bon. What Horſes have they? | p 
Cher. The Maſter rides upon a Black. | d 
Bon. A Black ! ten to one the Man upon the black if 
Mare; and ſince he don't belong to our ne, we a 
may betray him with a ſafe Conſcience ; -I don't think 
it lawful to harbour any Rogues but my own. Look'e, ; 
Child, as the Saying is, we muſt go cunningly to work; 
Proofs we muſt have; the Gentleman's Servant loves ] 
Drink, Pl ply him that way; and ten to one he loves 
a Wench, you muſt work him tether way, 
_ Cher. Father, would you have me give my Secret for 
 H&Þ Ei | ST "3 | 
Bon. Conſider, Child, there's Twe hundred Pound 
to boot. [Ringing without.) Coming, coming. 
Child, mind your Buſinefs. 125 
Cher. What a Rogue is my Father! my Father! I 
deny it. My Mother was a good, generous, free- 
hearted Woman, and I can't tell how far her Good-na- 
ture might have extended fer the gonad of her Children. 
This Landlord of mine, for I think I can call kim no 
more, would betray his Gueſt, and debauch His Daugh- 
ter into the bargain—by a Footman too! 


23 


Enter 
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Hams Archer. 


Arch. What Footman, pray, Miſtreſs, is ſo happy as 
to be the Subje& of your Contemplation ? | 

Cher. Whoever he is, Friend, he'lt be but little the 
better for't. | 83 | | 

Arch. J hope ſo, for I'm ſure, you did not think of me. 

Cher. Suppoſe I had? 

Arch. Why then you're but even with me; for the 
minute I came in, I was conſidering in what manner 1 
ſhould make Love to you. MEE. | 

Cher. Love to me, Friend! 

, i 5 1nd 100971 WIN A, 

Cher. Child! Manners: If you kept a little more 
diſtance, Friend, it would become you much better. 
Asch. Diſtance! good-night, Saucebox. - [Goings 

Cher, A pretty Fellow; I like his Pride. — Sir, 
pray, Sir, you ſee, Sir, [Archer returns] Lhave the Cre> 
dit to be intruſted with your Maſter's Fortune here, which 
ſets me 'a- Hegree above a FGOtman; I hope, Sir,; you 
a'n't affronted. 1 e 

Arch. Let me look you full in the Face, and Pll tell 
you whether you can affront me or no-——Sdeath 
Child, you have a pair of delicate Eyes, and you Qon's 
know what to do With em. 
— Cher. Why, Sir, don't I ſee every body ?- | 

Arch. Ay, but if ſome Women had 'em, they wou'd 
kill every body. Prixhèe inſtruct me, I wou'd fain 
make Love to you, but I don't know what to fa. 

Cher. Why, did you never make Love to any body 
before ? . 4 AYES. 

Arch. Never to a Perſon of your Figure, I can aſſure 

you, Madam; my Addreſſes have been always confined 


to People within my own Sphere: I never aſpir'd io 


high before. 
[Archer /irgs. 
But you look fo briglt. a 
. 83 _- 1: Had are dvetd f tinhe, | - +148 88 
WY That a Man wou'd fevear you're right, 


As Arm was e&cr laid over. 


— 


— P „ — 


” 


| Cher. What can I think of this Man? [Alide.] Wall 
you give me that Song, Sir? 
Arch. Ay, my Dear; take it while it is warm 
es Her. JDeath and Fire! her Lips are Honey 


bs 


| Since then, my Dear, Im your Gueſt, 
Prithee give me of the beſt 
Of what is ready dreſt: 

Since then my Dear, Ke. 


And I with there had been a Swarm of Bees 
too, to have ſtung you for your Impudence. 

Arch. There's a Swarm. of Cup:ids, my little Venus, 

that has done the Bufineſs much better. 


Cher. This Fellow is miſbegotten as well as I.[ {ae J 


What's your Name, Sir ? 


1 


Arch. Name! I'gad I have ſage it [dpi ] Oh! 
Where were your born? 


Martin. 


Cher. 
Arch. 
Cher. 
Arch. 
Cher. 
Arch. 


Cher. 


Arch. 
Cher. 


Arch. 
Cher. 


Arch. 


Cher. 


DLX. es her ; J. Boniface calls avithout, Chery, ; .. — 
C "oy 


In St. Martius Pariſh. 


What was your Father? 
Of—of— St. Martin's Pariſh. 
Then F od, tarp 


I hope not 


Cher, You may depend upon't. 
Arch. 


Upon what? 


That you" re very impudent. 
That vou re very handſome.” 
That. you're a Footman.. 


That you're an Angel. 
I ſhall be rude. | 
So ſhall I. 

Let go my Hand. 
Arch. Give me a Kiſs. 


> 


16 TheBEAUX STRATAGE m. 
| Such an Air, | | 
You freely wear 


To enſnare 


As miakes each Gueſt a Lover : 


-combs ! 


— 


8 


6 
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Cher. I'm My Father calls ; you plaguy Devil, 
how durſt you ſtop my Breath ſo? : Gerte follow 
me one * if you dare. 

Arch. A fair Challenge, by this Light; this is a 
pretty fair Opening of an Adventure; but we are Knight- 
Errants, and ſo Fortune be our Guide. [Exit 


The Env of the FIXsT ACT. 


e 1 — 
varm 0 | . 
J 

Bees Se EN E; A Gallery in Lady Bountiful'⸗ | 
enus, Houſe + 

700 þ Mrs. Sullen aud Dorinda, meeting. 

. Dor. * Orrow, my dear Siſter; are you for Chureh 
Oh! this Morning? 


Mrs. Sul. Any where to pray; for Heaven alone can 
help me: But I think, Dorinda, there's no Form of 
Prayer in the Liturgy againſt bad Huſbands. 7 
Dor. But there's a Form of Law at Do&ors-Commons ; 
and I ſwear, Siſter Sullen, rather than ſee you thus con- 
tinually diſcontented, I would adviſe you to apply to 
that : For, befides the part that I bear in your vexatious 
Broils, as being Siſter tothe Huſband, and Friend to the 
Wiſe, your Examples give me ſuch an Impreſfion of 
Matrimony, that 1. ſhall be apt to condemn my Perſon 
to a long Vacation all its Life But ſuppoſing, Madam, 
that you brought it to a Caſe of Separation, what can 
you urge againſt your Huſband ? My Brother is, firſt, 
the moſt conſtant Man alive. 
Mrs. Sul. The moſt conſtant Huſband, I grant ye. 
Dor. He never ſleeps from you. 3 
Mrs. Sul. No, he always ſleeps with me. 
tb Dor. He allows you a Maintenance ſuitable to your 


: ality. | 
her. Quality Mrs. Sal. 
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my Beneſactors for Meat, Drink, and Clothes? As I 


Rs to divert you; I cou'd wiſh, indeed, that our 


you're the beſt Judge. 


of a ſullen, ſilent Sot, one thats always muſing, but never 


Mrs. Sul. A Maintenance ! do you take me, Madam, 
for an Hoſpital Child, that I muſt fit down, and bleſs 


take it, Madam, I brought your Brother Ten thouſand 
Pounds, out of which I might expect ſome pretty thing, 
called Pleaſures. IS | I 
Dor, You ſhare in all the Pleaſures that the Country | 
affords. NP | | 7 
fs Mrs. Sa. Country Pleaſures! Racks and Torments! ! 
Doſt think, Child, that my Limbs are made for leaping | 
of Ditches, and clambring over Styles; or that my Pa- ore 
rents, wiſely foreſeeing my future Happineſs in Country tri 
Pleaſures, had early inſtructed me in the rural Accompliſh- 


ments of drinking fat Ale, play ing at Whiſk,and ſmoak- = 
ing Tobacco with my Huſtand ; or of ſpreading of Plai- Ni 


ſters, brewing of Diet-drinks,and ftilling of Roſemary-wa - ful 
ter, with the good old Gentlewoman my Mother-in-law. | ing 
Dor. Pm ſorry, Madam, that it is not more in our ¶ Bu 


ntertainments were a little more polite, or your Taſte a 
little leſs refin'd : But pray, Madam, how came the Poets 


and Philoſophers, that labour'd ſo much in hunting after 
- Pleaſure, to place it at laſt in a Country Life? | 


Mrs. Sz. Becauſe they wanted Money, Child, to find 


out the Pleaſures of the Town: Did you ever hear of a wi 


Poet or Philoſopher worth Ten thouſand Pound? If you 

can ſhew me ſuch a Man, Vil lay you fifty Pound, you'll 

find him ſomewhere within the Weekly Bills. Not that 1 
diſapprove rural Pleaſures as the Poets have painted them | 
in their Landſchapes ; every Phillis has her Corydon, every * 


murmuring Stream, and every flowing Mead gives freſh 
Alarms to Love. Beſides, you'll find, that their 
Couples were never marry'd —— But yonder, I fee 
my Corydon, and a ſweet Swain it is, Heaven knows--- 


Come, Doringa, don't be ay he's my Huſband, and 
your Brother, and between both, is he not a ſad Brute? 
Dor. I have nothing to ſay to your part of him; 


Mrs. SJ. O Siſter, Siſter ! if ever you marry, beware 
thinks; 
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thinks. — There's ſome Diverſion in a talking Block- 
head, and ſince a Woman muſt wear Chains, I wou'd 
have the Pleaſure of hearing em rattle a little. Now 
you ſhall ſee; but take this by the way, He came home 


this Morning at his uſual Hour of Four, waken'd me out 


8 of a ſweet Dream of ſomething elſe, by tumbling over 


the Tea-Table, which he broke all to pieces; after his 
Man and he had rowl'd about the Room, like fick Paſ- 
ſengers in a Storm, he eomes flounce into Bed, dead as 
Ja Salmon into a Fiffimonger's Baſket ; his Feet cold as Ice, 
his Breath hot as aFurnace,and his Hands and his Face as 
greaſy as a Flannel Night-Cap---Oh Matrimony ! Ma- 
® trimony !-—— He toſſes up the Cloaths with a barbarous 
2 ſwing over his Shoulders, diſorders the whole Oecono- 


my of my Bed, leaves me half naked, and my whole 
Night's Comfort is the tuneable Serenade of that wake- 


ful Nightingale, his Noſe O the Pleafure of count- 


ing the melancholy Clock by a ſnoaring Huſpand. 
But now, Siſter, you ſhall ſee how handſomely, being 
a well-bred Man, he will beg my Pardon. 


Enter Sullen. 
Sul. My Head akes conſumedly. | 
Mrs. Sul. Will you bepleaſed, my Dear, to drink Tea 


. 
Dor. Coffee, Brother? 
Sul. Pſhaw! 2 


with us this Morning? it may do your Head good. 


Mrs. Sal. Will you pleaſe to dreſs, and go to Church 


with me? the Air may help you. 
Sul. Scrub! | 
. c von, e 
Herub. Sir! TEE 18 76 
Sul. What Day o'th* Week is this? 
Scrub. Sunday, an't pleaſe your Worſhip. ' © 
Sul. Sunday! bring me a Dram; and, d'ye hear? ſet 
out the Veniſon-Paſty, and a Tankard of ſtrong Beer 
upon the Hall- Table, I'll go to Breaktaft, Ging. 


or. 
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Dor. Stay, ſtay, Brother, you ſha'n't get off ſo; you 


were very naught laſt Night, and muſt make your Wife . i 
Reparation: come, come, Brother, won't you-aſk Par- 4 \ 


10 7 


don ? . | 
Sul. F or what ? | | 
- Dor. For being druak laſt nighit. 

Sul. I can afford it, can'tiI ? 

Mrs. Sul. But J can't, Sir? 

Sul. Then you may let it alone. 

Mrs. Sul. But I muſt tell you, Sir, that this is not 
to be born. 

Sul. I'm glad on't. . . | 

Mrs. Sul. What is the reaſon, Sir, that you uſe me n 
thus inhumanly ? ; 

Sul. Scrub ! 

Scrub. Sir! | 

Sul. Get things ready to ſhave my Head, ¶ Exit. 

Mrs. Su/. Have a care of coming near his Temples, 
Scrub, for fear you meet ſomething there that may turn 
the Edge of your Razor. [ Exit Scrub.) Inveterate Stu- 
pidity ! Did you ever know ſo hard, ſo obſtinate a 2 
as his? O Sitter, Siſter ! I ſhall never ha' good of the 
Beaſt till I get him to 'Town ; London, dear London is 
the place for managing and breaking a Huſband. 

Dor. And has not a Huſband the ſame Opportunities 
there for humbling a Wife? 

Mrs. Sul. No, no, Child, 'tis a ſtanding Maxim in Þ 
eonjugal Diſcipline, that when a Man wou'd enſlave his |} 
Wife, he hurries her into the Country; and when a Lady | 
would be arbitrary with her Huſband, ſhe wheedles Fr 
her Booby up to Town——SA Man dare not play the 
Tyrant in London, becauſe there are ſo many Examples 
to encourage the Subject to rebel. O Dorinda, Dorinda H. 
a fine Woman may do any thing in London; O' my Con- Cc 
ſcience, ſhe may raiſe an Army of forty thouſand Men. 

Dor. I fancy, Siſter, you have a Mind to be trying 


your Power that way here in Litchfield; you have drawn th 
the French Count to your Colours already. . 
Mrs. Sul. The French are a People that can't live or 


without their Gallantries. 
„„ | Dor. 
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155 Dor. And ſome Exgliſb that I know, Siſter, are not 
"ag * verſe to ſuch Amuſements. | 


my lethargick, ſottiſh Huſband, is to give him a Rival; 


ike Pictures, of no value in the hands of a Fool, till 
e hears Men of Senſe bid high for the Purchaſe. 
Dor. This might do, Siſter, if my Brother's Under- 
ſtanding were to be convinc'd into a Paſſion for you; 
put, I believe, there's a natural Averſion of his ſide, 
and I fancy, Siſter, that you don't come muck behind 
him, if you dealt fairly. | | 

Mrs. Sul. I own it; we are united Contradictions, Fire 
and Water. But I .cou'd be contented, with a great 
many other Wives, to humour the cenſorious Vulgar, 
and give the World an Appearance of living well with 
my Huſband, cou'd I bring him but to diſſemble a little 
indneſs to keep me in countenance. | 
Dor. But how do you know, -Sifter, but that inſtead 
ff rouzing your Huſband by this Artifice to a counter- 
fit Kindneſs, he ſhou'd awake in a real Fury? | 

Mrs. Sul. Let him: If I can't entice him to the 
one, I wou'd provoke him to the other. . 


not 


Ber. But how muſt I behave myſelf between ye? 
ren Mrs, Sul. You muſt aſſiſt me. 5 


Dor. What, againſt my own Brother? 8 
11 Mrs. Sul. He's but half a Brother, and I'm your entire 
© Friend: If I go a Step beyond the Bounds of Honour, 


the leave me; till then, I expe& you ſhov'd go along with 
ples me in every thing; while I truſt my Honour in yeur 
4a! Hands, you may truſt your Brother's in mine — The 
n Count js to dine here to-day. 5 $49 

"598 Dor. Tis a ſtrange thing, Siſter, that I can't like 
WS that Man, a1 555 
* Mrs. Sul. Vou like nothing, your time is not come; 
3 Love and Death have their Fatalities, and ſtrike home 


one time or other: You'll pay for all one Day, I 
„ | So warrant 


94 


"Y 


Mrs. Sul. Well, Siſter, ſince the Truth muſt out, it may _ 
do as well now as hereafter; I think, one way to rouze 


Security begets Negligence in all People, and Men muſt - 
be alarm'd to make em alert in their Duty: Women are 
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warrant ye —B ut come, my h is ready, and 
cis almoſt Church- time. [ Exeunt. 


SEN E, The Inn. 


Ester Aimwell dreſ?d, ard Archer. 
Aim. And was ſhe the Daughter of the - Houſe? 
Arch. The Landlord is fo blind as to think ſo; but 


7 


o <4 * 


dare ſwear ſhe-has better Blood in her Veins. 
Aim. Why 2 . — o? my —_ 
Arch. Becauſe the Baggage has a pert T e-ne-ſpay-quor, * 
* reads Plays, keeps a Monkey, and is troubl'd with 
Vapours. 5 | : 
Aim. By which Diſcoveries, I gueſs that you know | 
more of her. | 
Arch. Not yet, faith; the Lady gives herſelf Airs, 
forſooth, nothing under a Gentleman. 
Aim. Let me take her in hand. | 


Fc 


A.. 
Arch. Say one word more o that, and I'll declare my 

ſelf, ſpoil your Sport there, and every where elſe; lool 
ye, Aimwell, every Man in his own Sphere. . 
Aim. Right; and therefore you muſt pimp for your D. 

Maſter. 5 

Arch. In the uſual Forms, good Sir, after I have ſervd 

myſelf——But to our Buſineſs——Y ou are ſo well dreſs'd, 
Tom, and make ſo handſome a Figure, that I fancy you br. 
may do Execution in a Country Church; the exterior 
Part ſtrikes firſt, and you're in the right to make that th. 
Impreſſion favourable. 77 

Aim. There's ſomething in that which may turn to 
Advantage: The Appearance of a Stranger in a Country VV 
Church, draws as many Gazers as a Blazing Star; no u 
ſooner he comes into the Cathedral, but a Train of Whiſ- th: 

ers runs buzzing round the Congregation in a moment: vo 
— Who is he? Whence comes he? Do you know him? \! 
Then, I, Sir, tips me the Verger half a Crown; n. 
he pockets the Simony, and induQs me into the beſt 
Pew in the Church: I pull out my Snuff-Box, turn my 
ſelf round, bow to the Biſhop, or Dean, if he be the 
commanding Officer; ſingle out a Beauty,rivet both my 


Eyes 
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yes to hers, ſet my Noſe a bleeding by the Strength of 
magination, and ſhew the whole Church my Concern, 
» my endeayouring to hide it. after the Sermon, the 
whole Town gives me to her for a Lover, and by perſua- 
ding the Lady that J am a dying for her, the Tables are 
turn'd, and ſhe in good earneſt falls in love with me. 
Arch. There's nothing in this, Tom, without a Pre- 
Fcedent ; but inſtead of riveting your Eyes. to a Beauty, 
try to fix 'em upon a Fortune; thats our Buſineſs at 
EY preſent. | | 2 | | 
297, Alm. Pſhaw, no Woman can be a Beauty without a 
with Fortune. —Let me alone, for a Mark's-mag. 

Arch. Tom! | 
now Aim. Ay. + | 

Arch. When were you at Church before, pray? 

Airs, Aim. Um- -] was there at the Coronation. 

Arch. And how can you expect a Bleſſing by going 

Sto Church now ? 
e my Aim. Bleſſing ! nay, Fran, I ak but for a Wife! 

= JE [Exit, 

Arch, Fruly, the Man is not very unreaſorable in his 
your ©} Demands. | [Exit at the oppeſite Door. 


and 
unt. 


RP Fnter Bonitace and Cherry. 

erv'd! : 1 E : | 

eſs'd, = Bon. Well, Daughter, as the Saying is, have you 
you broug ht Martin to contels ? ; 
eriot | Cher, Pray, Father, don't put me upon getting any 


that thing out of a Man; I'm but young, you know, Father, 
Land 1 don't underiand Wheedling. | 

rn to Ben. Young ! why you Jade, as the Saying is, can any 
untry Woman wheedle that is not young? Your Mother was 
> no f uſcleis at five and twenty! Wou'd vou make vour Rlo- 
Vhiſ- ther a W hore, and me a Cuckold, as the Saving is? 1 tell 
nent: vou his Silence confeſſes it, and his Matter ipends his 
him? oney fo. freely, and is fo much a Gentleman every 
own; manner of „ay, that he muſt be a Highway-wman, 


© beſt ] Enter Gibbet in a Cloak. 

n my | . 4 | „„ ina; 4 5 * . 

e the Gib. Landldrd, Landlord; is the Coat clear ? 

h my Bon. O, Mr. Giobet, whit's the News? n 
Eye „ = OO Gib. 


r 


e 6 — 
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Gib. No matter, aſk no Queſtions ; all fair and honour-' 
able. Here my dear Cherry. [| Gives her a Bag.) Two 
hundred Sterling Pounds, * as ever bang d or ſav'd 
a Rogue; lay em by with the reſt: And here — Three 
—— Mourning Rings, tis much the ſame, 
Here, two Silver-hilted Swords: I took 


vou know 


thoſe from Fellows that never ſnew any part of their 
Swords but the Hilts: Here is a Diamond Necklace 
which the Lady hid in the privateſt Place in the Coach, 

I Watch I took from aPaw n- 
broker's Wife; it was left in her Hands by a Perſon of 


but I found it out. This Gol 
Quality, there's the Arms upon the Caſe. 


Cher. But who had you the —_ from ? 
Gib. Ah! poor Woman! I piti 


Che. What ist? 


;b. A Pot of Ceruſe, my Child, that I took out of 


1 dy's Under-Petticoat Pocket. 


Cher. What, Mr. Gibbet, do you think that I paint! 
Cib. Why, you mee your Betters do; I'm ſure the 
Lady that I took it from had a Coronet upon her Hand- 


kerchief. Here, take my Cloak, and go, ſecure the 
Premiſſes. | 


Cber. I will ſecure em. 2 


Bon. But hear Kk e, where's Hounſlow and Barſoot ? 
Gib. They'll be here to-night. . | 


Bon. D'ye know of any other Gentlemen o' the Pad | 


.on this Road? 
Gib. No. 4 


Bon. I fancy that I have two that lodge in the Houſe 


juſt now. 
Gib. The Devil! How d'ye ſmoak 'em? 
Bon. Why, the one is gone to Church. 
Gib. To Church! That's ſuſpicious, I muſt confebs. 


Bon 


her; From a 
poor Lady juſt elop'd from her Huſband, ſhe had made 
up her Cargo, and was bound for Ireland, as hard as ſhe! 
cou'd drive; ſhe, told me of her Huſband's barhbarous| 

Uſage, and fo *faith I left her half a Crown. But I had] 
almoſt forgot, my dear Cherry, I have a Preſent for you. 


ole 


our- 
Two 
av'd 
hree 
me, 
took 


their 
lace} 1 
ach, old Brentford at Chriſimas 
n- 
Mm of 


7 Bar by his Evaſions. 


nade 
s ſhell 


LT OUs 


had] 
Jon. 


zut of 
aint! 


judge: But pray, Friend, which way does your Maſter 
and- 


e the 


re the 


Exit. 
Arch. Downwards, I fear, Sir! Tall, all. 


4 


e Pad ; 


Jouſe 


nfeſs. 


Bon. 


* 
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Bon. And the other is now in his Maſter's Chamber;. 


he pretends to be Servant to the other ; we'll call him 
out and pump him a little. 

Gib. With all my heart. 

Bon. Mr. Martin! Mr. Martin! 
Enter Archer combing a Perriauig and ſinging. 

Gib. The Roads are conſumed deep ; I'm as dirty as 
A good pretty Fellow 
hat; who's Servant are you, Friend? 

Arch. My Maſter's. | 

Gib. Really? 
Arch. Really. 
Gib. That's much 


The Fellow has been at the 


Maſter's Name ? 

Arch. Tall, all, dall; LSiags and combs the Perriavig.] 
'This 15 the moit obſtinate Curl 

Gib. I aſk you his Name ? | 

Arch. Name, Sir: — Tall, all, dall I never aſk'd 
him his Name in my Life. Tall, all, dall. 

Bon. What think you now? 

Gib. Plain, plain; he talks now as if he were before a 


”, Fam 

Arch. A Horſeback. 5 

Gib. Very well again, an old Offender right — But, 
I mean, does he go upwards or downwards? | 


Gb. I'm afraid thy Fate will be a contrary way. 
Bon. Ha, ha, ha! Mr. Martin, you're very arch 
This Gentleman is only travelling towards Cheſter, and 
wou'd be glad of your Company, that's all Come, 


N you'll ſtay to-night, I ſuppoſe; I'll ſhew you 
A 


amber—— Come, Captain. 
Gib. Farewell, Friend | 


Arch. Captain, your Servant——Captain ! a pretty 


Fellow ! *Sdeath, I wonder that the Officers of the Army 
don't conſpire to beat all Scoundrels in Red but their 


wn. 5 


B 2 Enter 


But pray, Sir, what is your 


— 
” — - 2 — 0 * — 
— — — — y = 1 
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Enter Cherry. 


Cher. Gone, and Martin here! I hope he did not liſten] 
] wou'd have the Merit of the Diſcoverry all my own, 
becauſe 1 wou'd oblige him to love me. [.4fde.} Mr, 


Martin, who was that Man with my Father ? ( 
Arch. Some Recruiting Serjeant, or whipp'd Out and 
Trooper, I ſuppoſe. .. 
Chr. All's ſafe, I find. Add blir 
Arch. Come, my dear, have you conn'd over the © 
Catechize I taught you laſt Night? |: 
Cher. Come, queftion me. cou 
Arch. What is Love? ? | = - 
Cher. Love is J know not what, it comes I know no! An, 
how, and goes I know not when. | | 10 
Arch. Very well; an apt Scholar. [Chucks her undes 0 
the Chin.] Where does Love enter? my 
Cher. Into the Eyes. | g C 
Arch. And where go out? RY | a g. 
Cher. I won't tell you. ” | Ih. 
Arch. What are the Objects of that Paſſion ? 1 
Cher. Youth, Beauty, and clean Linnen. " D 
Arch. The Reaſon? 3 trac 
Cher. The two firſt are faſhionable in Nature, and 0 
the third at Court. 4 
Ac. That's my Dear: What are the Signs and To , © 
kens of that Pafion ? | e 3 ſha! 
__ Cher. A ſtealing Look, a ſtammering Tongue, Word I h. 
:mprobable, Deſigns impoſſible, and Actions impracti Me, 
cable. + © Fe yy, £ 


Arch. That's my goed Child, kiſs me.——— Wh ©C 
mult a Lover do to obtain his Miftreſs? 7 

Cher. He muſt adore the Perſon that diſdains him, h mar 
- muſt bribe the Chambermaid that betrays him, anf en 


couit the Footman that laughs at him He mul ftrir 
he mui: A £75] 5 now 
Arch. Nay, Child, I muſt whip you if you don 7 
mind your Leſſon; he mutt treat his— 5 beſo 

Cher. O lay. He muſt treat his Enemies withReſped hot 


bis Friends with Indifference, and all the World wit! _ 
| 1 h | Con 
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Contempt; he maſt ſuffer much, and fear more; he 
muſt deſire much, and hope little; in ſhort, he muſt 
Ron: embrace his Baa. and throw himſelf away 
r Arch. Had ever Man fo hopeful a Pupil as mine? 
Mr Come, my Dear, why is Love call'd a Riddle? 

WH Cher. Becauſe being blind, he leads thote that ſee; 
and tho' a Child, he gor verns a Man. 

Arch. Mighty well: And why 15 Love pictur' a 
72 blind? | 
" thi Cher. Becauſe the Painters out of their Weakneſs or 
N Privilege of their Art, choſe to hide thoſe Eyes they 
2 cou'd not draw. 
Arch. That's my dear little Scholar, kiſs me again. — 

And why ſhou'd Love, that's a Child. govern a Man? 

Cher. Becauſe that a Child 1: the End of Love. 
Arch. And fo ends Love's Catechiim. And now, 
my Dear, weil go in and make my Maſter's Bed. 
7 Cher. Hold, hold, Mr. Martiz—-You have taken 
a great deal of Pains to inſtruct me, and what d'ye n 

I have learn'd by it. 
= Arch. What? 

Cher. 'That your Diſcogs and your Habit are Con- 


Out 


/ NM 


inder 


you a Footman any lenger. 

Arch. *Oons, what a Witch it is? 

Cher. Depend upon this, Sir, nothing in that Garb 
ſhall ever tempt me; for tho' J was born to Servitude, 
J hate it: Own your Condition, reent you love 


me, and then 


Cher. Ves. 

Arch. You muſt know then, that I am born a Gentle- 
man; my Education was liberal, but I went to London a 
younger Brother, fell into the Hands of Sharpers, Who 
ſtript me of my Money, my Friends difown'd me, and 
now my Neceſlity brings me to what you fee. 

Cher. Then take my Hand—promite to marry me 


before you ſleep, and I'll make you Maſter of wo 
Thouſand Pounds. 


Arch. How ! 
B 3 : Cher. 


traditions, and it wou'd be Nonſenſe in me to beheve 


Arch. And then we ſhall go make my Maſter's Bed. 
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r n 1 * — 24 
KAN 


r 1 


* „eee e n 


28 The BEAUX STRAT AGE M. 


Cher. Two thouſand Pound that I have this Minute 
in my own Cuſtody; ſo throw off your Livery this 
inſtant, and T'll go find a Parſon. : 

Arch. What ſaid you? a Parſon ? 

Cher. What! do you ſcruple ? : 

Arch. Scruple ! No, no; but—two thouſand Pound 

vou ſay? | | 5 fi 

Cher. And better. | al - 

Arch. *Sdeath, what ſhall I do? But heark'e, 
Child, what need you make me Maſter of your ſelf and 
Money, when you may have the ſame Pleaſure out of 
me, and ſtill keep your Fortune in your own Hands? 

Cher. Then you won't marry me ? J 

Arch. I wou'd marry you, but ; M 

Cher. O ſweet Sir, I'm your humble Servant, you're N 

fairly caught: Wou'd you perſuade me that any Gentle wal 
man who cou'd bear the Scandal of wearing a Livery, ** 
wou' d refuſe two thouſand Pound, let the Condition be 
what it wou'd— no, no, Sir, — but I hope you'll 3 3 n 
don the Freedoms! have taken, ſince it was only to inform Lo 
my {elf of the Reſpect that I ought to pay you. [Going. |} ©) 

Arch. Fairly bit, by Jupiter old, Hold, and 
have you actually two thouſand Pounds? 

Cher. Sir, IJ have my Secrets as well as you—when |} 10 
you pleaſe to be more open, I ſhall be more free; and be th 
aſſur d that I have Diſcoveries that will match yours, be , 
they what they will In the mean while, be ſatiſ- | 
fied that no Diſcovery I make ſhall ever hurt you; but 
beware of my Father— _ [ Exit. | 

Arch. So—we're like to have as many Adventures in 
our Inn, as Don Quixote had in his let me ſee 11 

two thouſand Pounds! If the Wench wou'd promiſe to 
die when the Money were ſpent, I'gad,one wou'd marry þ 
her; but the Fortune may go off in a Year or two, and VN 
the Wife may live Lord knows how long! Then || ©* 
an Inn-Keeper's Daughter; ay, that's the Devil. | 
there my Pride brings me off. | | 


yy 


2 


3 
0 
[2 


1 
For whatfoe'er the Sages charge on Pride, | Fe 


The Angels Fall and twenty Faults beſide ; ye 


O. 
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inute Or Earth, Pn ſure, mung us of mortal Caller, 0 
ing. 


this Pride ſaves Man oft, and Woman too from fal 75 
5 | | [ xit. 
The EN D S the SR O D ACT. 


Sc EN, Lady Bountiful*s Houſe, 


Enter Mrs. Sullen, and Dorinda. 


rs Mrs. Sul. A, ha, ha, my dear Siſter, let me embrace 

"Ing, . thee; now we are Friends indeed; forl 

ry. ſhall have a decret of yours, as a Pledge for mine 

5 + now you'll be good for ſomething, I flall have you 
converſable in the Subjects of the Sex. 


Dior. But do 2 think that I am fo weak as to fall in 
] 


„% Love with a Fellow at firſt fight? 


Mrs. Sul. Pſhaw! now you ſpoil all; why ſhou'd not 
ps as the Men ? I warrant 
you the Gentleman has got to his Confident already, has 

2 avow'd his Paſhon, toaſted your Health, call'd you ten 
hl thouſand Angels, has run over your Lips, Eyes, Neck, 
Shape, Air, and every thing, in a Deſcription that warlu 


vue be as free in our Frien 


hen 


1be 


: their Mirth to a ſecond Enjoyment. 
Dor. Your Hand, Siſter, I a'nt well. | 


up with it—hem a little ſo 
Der. The Man's well eno 


* Narciſſus, a Star, the Man i' the Moon ? 
Dor. O Siſter, I'm extremely ill. 


—: Mrs. $u/. Shall I ſend to your Mother, Child, for a 
little of her Cephalick Plaiſter to put to the Soles of your 
Feet? or ſhall I ſendto the Gentleman for ſomething for 
you? Come, unlace _ Stays, unboſome ow. 


Dy | 6 


Mrs. Sal. So—ſhe's Breeding already—come, Child, 
now tell me, don't you 
like the Gentleman that we ſaw at Church juſt now? | 


ry þ | = | 
Mrs. Su}. Well enough ! Is he not a Demi-God, a 


' 
} 
| 
1 
' 
5 
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} 
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Wn the Man is perfectly a pretty F ellow, Afoy him = 7D 


- when he firit came into Church. S 
Dor. I ſaw him too, Sitter, and with an Air that dled 
ſhone, methought, like Rays about his Perfon. M 
_ Mrs. SI. Well ſaid, up with it. 8 


Dor. No forward Coquet Behaviour, no Airs to ſer | beri 
him off, no ſtudied Looks, nor artful Poiture, but] pon 
Nature did it all ; a 
Afra. Sul. Better and better one Touch more | 
come 5 
Der, But then his Looks—did you obſerve his Eyes? tain 

Mrs. Sul. Yes, yes, I did——his E ves, well, what to h 
of his Ees? dan 

Dor. Sprightly, but not andcing ; 3 they ſeem'd to I Poc 
view, but never gaz d on any thing but me: and Hand 
then his Looks ſo humble were, and yet ſo noble, that Lor. 
they ain to tell me that he cou'd with Pride die at my * 


N Feet, tho' he ſcorn'd Slavery any where elſe. do r 
Mrs. Sul. The Phyſick works ety ee 40 e 11 
kind your ſelf now, my Dear? Sim 


Dor. klaut Much better, my: Draenei, hens: comes by 2 
our Mercury! [Enter Scrub] Well, Ser ub, what News . 


of tie Gentleman? E 
Scrub. Madam, I have brought you a whole Pacquet tlen 
of News. 6 58 
Vor. Open it b F:CAMme.: 7:2 dou 


Scrub, In the ſirſt place Ienquir'd whe the 11 1 
was? They told me he was a Stranger. Secondly, I aſk'd 
what the Gentle man was? Ihey aniwer'd and ſaid, That 
they never {aw him before. Thirdly, I enquir'd what Þ $S 
Countryman he was? They replied, twas more than 

they knew. Fourthly, I demanded whence he came? und 
Their Aniwer was, they cou'd not tell. And Fifthly, I Plot 
aſk'd whither he went? And they replied, they Know] gon 


nothing of the Matter. And this is all I cou'd learn. Hou 
| Mrs. Sal. But what do the People ſay? Can't they Por 
A low 


Scrub. Why, ſome think he's a Spy, ſome gueſs he' s nc 

a Mountebank, ſome {ay one thing, ſome another; but tak. 
fer my own part, I believe he's a WH ut. py 
| Dor 


im Dor. A Fefuit ! Why a Jeſuit? 


Scrub. Becauſe he keeps his Horſes always ready ſad- 


hat dled, and his Footman talks French. 

Mrs. Sul. His Footman ! 5 0 
Scrub. Ay, he and the Count's Footman were gab- 
ſet bering French like two intriguing Ducks in a Mill- 
but pond; and I believe they talk'd of me, for they 

laugh'd conſumedly. | 
Dor. What fort of Livery has the Footman ? 
Scrub. Livery ! Lord, Madam, I took him for a Cap- 
es? tain, he's ſo bedizen'd with Lace, and then he has Tops 
hat to his Shoes, up to his mid-Leg, a Silver-headed Cane 
[dangling at his Knuckles——he carries his Hands in his 
| to Pockets, and walks juſt ſo¶ Walls in a French Air.] 


und Hand has a fine long Perriwig tied up in a Bag 


hat Lord, Madam, he's clear another ſort of a Man than I. | 


my Mrs. Sal. That may eaſily be——but what ſhall we 
I Edo now, Siſter? | 


e Dor. I have it — This Fellow has a World of ; 


I Simplicity, and ſome Cunning ; the firſt hides the latter 
nes © by abundance Scrub ! | 
ws Scrub. Madam. TD 

Dor. We have a great mind to know who this Gen- 
uet Þ tieman is, only for our Satisfaction. 


| Scrub. Yes, Madam, it wou'd be a Satisfaction, no | 


doubt. | iy 
an, Dor. You muſt go and get acquainted with his Foot- 
„d man, and invite him hither to drink a Bottle of your 


Ale; becauſe you're Butler to-day. | 
Scrub. Yes, Madam, I am Butler every Sunday. 


an Mrs. SI. O brave Siſter! o' my Conſcience, you 
1e? underſtand the Mathematicks already Tis the beſt 
„Plot in the World; your Mother, you know, will be 
gone to Church, my Spouſe will be got to the Ale 
rn. Pole with his Scoundrels, and the Houſe will be our 
ey on ſo we drop in by accident, and aſk the Fel- 
| low ſome Queſtions our ſelves. - In the Country, you 
e's know, any Stranger is Company, and we're glad to 
but ſake up with the Butler in a Country-Dance, and hap- 
Py if he'll do us the Faronr, Re ; 
97 | B 5 Scrub. 


— 


TheBEAUX STRATAGEM. 31 


| 
if 
: 
| 
# 
l 
* 


Py 
—— 
D PRA 


ns Wo ANNE 4 none HEE es — 


— — EEE m 
2 - * 


ee e 


III 
—— 
——— —- ——— 9 5 . 


| 
2 
I 


—— — — 
ng 


| 


32 TheBEAUXSTRATAGEM. 
Scrub. Oh! Madam, you wrong me ; I never refus d Th 

your Ladyſhip the. Favour in my Liſe. 
Euter Gipſy. | | a U 


Gip. Ladies, Dinner's upon Table. 
Dor. Scrub, we'll excuſe your Waiting 00 IT: 
where we order'd you. | : 


9 


8 ex NE changes to the Inn. ; 1 

f | 5 4 O1 

> Ts be 

Enter Aimwell and Archer. 0 1 = 

Arch. Well, ' Tom, I find you re a Markſman. abs 


Aim. A Markſman ! who ſo blind cou'd be, as not me 
' diſcern a Swan among the Ravens | = 
Arch. Well but heark'e, A4imwell. Sa 
Aim. Aimavell! call me Oroondates, Ceſario, Suede, 3 | 
all that Romance can ina Lover paint, and then I'll an- 
ſwer. O Archer, I read her Thouſands in her Looks; 
ſhe look'd like Ceres in her Harveſt ; Corn, Wine and | 
Oil, Milk and Honey, Gardens, Groves, and purling 
Streams, play'd on her plenteous Face. Y an 
Arch. Her Face! her Pocket, you mean; the Corn, 
Wine, and Oil, lies there. In ſhort, ſhe has ten thou- : 
ſand Pound, that's the E ngliſh on't. 
Aim. Her Eyes 


N * n 
80 
— 


b 

Arch. Are Demi-Cannons, to be ſure; : ſo I won't = 
ſtand their Battery. | Going. 18 
* Aim. Pray excuſe me, my Paſſion muſt have Vent. ye 
Arch. Paſſion! what a plague, d'ye think theſe 12 a 
mantick Airs will do our Buftneis! Were my Tem to 


s extravagant as yours, my Adventures have ſomething W 
more Romantick by half. 


Aim. Vour Adventures! 
Arch. Yes. 


The Nymph, that with her tavice ten | Pais Pounds, 
With brazen E ngine hot, and Quoif clear — 
Can fire the Gueſt in warming of the Bed.— 7 | 

| | here” s| 


n x . Nan 
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There's a Touch of ſublime Milton for you, and the 
Subje& but an Inn-kerper's Daughter : I can play with 
a Girl as an Angler does with his Fiſh ; he it at 
the End of his Line, runs it up the Stream, and down 
the Stream, till at laſt, he brings it to hand, tickles the 
Trout, and ſo whips it into his Baſket. | 


Enter Boniface. 
Bon. Mr. Martin, as the Saying is——yonder's an 
honeſt Fellow below, my Lady Bountifu/s Butler, who 


begs the Honour that you wou'd go home with him 
— ſee his Cellar. 


Arch. Do my Baſſemains to the Gentleman, and tell 


him I will do my ſelf the Honour to wait on him im- 


mediately, as the Saying is. | 
Bon. I ſhall do your Worſhip's Commands, as the 
Saying is. | [ xit bowing obſequiouſly. 
Ain. What do I hear? ſoft Orpheus play, and fair 
Toftida my 
Arch. Pſhaw! damn your Raptures ; I tell you here's 
a Pump going to be put into the Veſſel, and the Ship 
will get into Harbour, my Life on't. You ſay, there's 
another Lady very handſome there. " 
Aim. Yes Faith. | 
Arch. T'm in Love with her already. 


Aim. Can't you give me a Bill upon Cherry in the 


mean time? 


4rch. No, no, Friend ; all her Corn, Wine, and Oil, 
is ingroſs'd to my Market. And once more I warn 
you, to keep your Anchorage clear of mine; for if you 


fall foul on me, by this Light, you ſhall go to the bot- 


tom. What! make Prize of my little Frigate, 
while I am upon the Cruiſe for you ! [Exit. 
4 Enter Boniface. 


_ © Sm, Well, well, 1 wor't—Lalidtord, hang vou 


iny tolerable Company in the Houſe ? I don't care for 
ſining alone. = 

Bon. Yes, Sir, there's a Captain below, as the Saying 
3, that arriv'd about an Hour ago, | 

| A 


* . 
. ; 
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£m. Gentlemen of his: Coat are welcome every 
where: Will you make him a Compliment from me, 
and tell him ] ſhou'd be glad of his Company? 

Bon. Who ſhall I tell him, Sir, Wou-d 

Aim. Ha! that Stroak was well thrown in 


I'm only a Traveller, like himſelf, and wou'd be 72 | 


of his Company ; that's all. 


Bon. I obey your Commands, ast] al Saying 1 is. [ 2 xit. | 


Enter Archer. 


Arch. Sdeath! I had forgot: What Title will you 1 


give your ſelf? 
Aim. My Brother's, to be ſure; he wou'd never give 


me any thing elſe, ſo I'll make bold with his Honour 


this bout. 


You know the. reſt of Your | Cue. 


Arch. AY, ay. | * f 


* 


Enter Gibbet. 


Gib. Sir, I'm yours. 
Aim. *Tis more than I deſerve, Sir, for 1 Jon cknow 
you. 


me. before 


J hope. (4 


Ade. 
© And pray, dir, how came I by the Honour of | 


ſeeing you now? 


ib. Sir, I ſcorn to intrude upon any Gentleman. | 


but my Landlord—— 


Aim. O, Sir, I aſk your Pardon ; ; you're the Cap- | 


tain he told me of. 
Gib. At your Service, Sir. 
Aim. What Regiment? may I be fo bold? 
Gib. A marching Regiment, Sir, an old Corps. 
Aim. Very old, if your Coat be Regimental. Alia de. 
You have ſerv'd abroad, Sir ? 
Sil. Yes, Sir, in the Plantations ; *twasmy Lot to be 
ſent Into the worſt Service; I wou'd have quitted i 
indeed, but a Man of Honour, you know. — Beſides 
twas fox the good of my Country that I ſhou'd be a 
broad : Any thing for the good of one's Country; 
_— m a Roman for that. * 
; 4 


— 


Gib. Idon't wonder at chat, Sir, for you never 3 : 


e* 92 


ws, ©, fifa 
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ers obedient. 
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Aim. One &f the firſt, I'll lay my Life. LA lidl. Von 
ound the Weft- Indies very hot, Sir. 
Gib. Ay, Sir, too hot for me. © 
Aim. Pray, Sir, ha'n't I ſeen your Face at Will's 
offee-houſe? 
Gib. Yes, Sir, and at White's too. <P - 
Aim. And where is your Company h bow, » Captain? 
Gib! They a'n't come Wer. „ 16) 
Aim. Why, d'ye expect em here? 1 
Gib. They'll be here to-night, E 
Aim. Which way do they march? x 
L000 A-croſs the Country.——The Devil's i in't, if 1 
a'n't ſaid enough to encourage him to declare but 
In afraid he's not right ; I muſt tack about. ¶ Ade. 
Aim. Is your Company to quarter at Litchfield Fon 
Gib. In this Houſe, Sir. N a 
Aim. What! all? 0 | 
Gib. My Company's but thin, Aa, ha, has we are 
but three, ha, ha, ha. 2 
Aim. You're merry, Sir. 
ib. Ay, Sir, you muſt excuſe me, Sir, I We T 
the World, eſpecially the Art of Travelling : I don't. 
care, Sir, for anſwering Queſtions directly upon the Road 
for I generally ride with a Charge about m. 
Aim. Three or four, I believe. [LAſide. 
Gib. J am credibly inform'd that there 3 are e Highway. 


ö ln men upon this Quarter; not, Sir, that I cou'd iu{pe& 92 


Gentleman of your Figure — But truly, Sir, I have 


5 got ſuch a way of Evaſion upon the Road, that 1 don 2 
aganxre for ſpeaking Truth to any Man. 


Aim. Vour Caution may be ee 
reſume you're no Captain. | 
Gib. Not I, Sir; aptain i is a good travellin Name, 
and ſo I take it; it ſtops a great many Woliſh ue 
that are generally made about Gentlemen that travel; it 
gives a Man an Air of ſomething; and makes the Draw- 
And thus far Pn a Captaing and no 


Then I. 


farther. | 
Aim. And Pray» Sir, what is yourtrue y Profeſſion? : 


3 


4 * . 
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Gib. O, Sir, you muſt excuſe me pon my 


Word, Sir, I don't think it ſafe to tell 8 55 
Aim. Ha, ha, ha, upon my word, I commend you. pere 

| Exner Boniface. Ne 
Well, Mr. Boniface, what's the News ? _ 


Bon. There's another Gentleman below, as the Saying || F. 
is, that hearing you were but two, wou'd be glad to 7 Bru 


make a third Man, if you wou'd give him leave. G 
Aim. What is he? | | | 11 
Bon. A Clergyman, as the Saying is. | BY 
Aim. A Clergyman! is he really a Clergyman ? or, is |} Do 

it only his travelling Name, as my Friend the Captain 

has it? ö tha 


Bon. O, Sir, he's a Prieſt, and Chaplain to the French 
Officers in Town. > | 
Aim. Is he a Frenchman? 
Bon. Yes, Sir, born at Bruſſels, | z 
Gib. A Frenchman, and a Prieſt! I won't be ſeen in his 
Company, Sir; I have a value for my Reputation, Sir. 
Aim. Nay, but Captain, ſince we are by our ſelves | 
an he ſpeak Eng/ifp, Landlord ? 
Bon. Very well, Sir; you may know him, as the Say- 
ing is, to be a Foreigner by his Accent, and that's all. 8 
Aim. Then he has been in England before? = 
Bon. Never, Sir; but he's a Maſter of Languages, as F 
the Saying is 3 he talks Latin, it does me good to hear | 1 
him atin. | 12 > 
Aim. Then you underſtand Latin, Mr. Boniface? , © 
Bon. Not I, Sir, as the Saying is; but he talks it lo _ 
very faft, that I'm ſure it muſt be good. | = 1 
Aim. Pray, deſire him to walk up. ws; H 
Bon. Here he is, asthe Saying is. | 2 
| 5 Enter Foigard. © 2, "3 
Foig. Saave you, Gentlemens bote. . 
Aim. A Frenchman ! Sir, your moſt humble Servant. 
g. Och, dear Joy, I am your moſt faiahful Sher- 


vant, and yours alſho. 
-_ Gib, 
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Gib. Doctor, you talk very good Egli, but you 
ve a mighty Twang of the Foreigner. 
ou. Foig- My Engliſb is very well for the vords, but we 
Foreigners, you know, cannot bring our Tongues about 
the Pronunciation ſo ſoon. 
Aim. A Foreigner! a downright Teague, by this 
Light, [4/ide.] Were you born in France, Doctor? 
ing Foig. I was educated in France, but I was borned at 
to |} Bruſſels: Lam a Subject of the King of Spain, Joy. 
ib. What King of Spain, Sir? ſpeak. 
Fuig. ey — my Shoul, Joy, I cannot tell you as yet. 
Aim. Nay, Captain, that was too hard upon the 
18 Doctor, he's a Stranger. | a 
un Foig. O let him alone, dear Joy, I am of a Nation 
that is not eaſily put out of Countenance. 


Pe 
* 
#5 
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5 
EY 

* 
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< Aim. Come, Gentlemen, I'll end the Diſpute 


Here, Landlord, is Dinner ready? 
Hon. "On the Table, as the Saying is. 


Ain. Gentlemen pray that Door 
is Foig. No, no, fait, the Captain muſt lead. 
Tr. Aim. No, Doctor, the Chuch is our Guide. 


s Gib. Ay, ay, ſo it is — | 
1 [Exit foremoſt, they follow. 


SCEN E changes to a Gallery in Lady Rountiful's Houſe. 


Scrub avith a Tankard in his Hand, 
a diftance. 


3} Serub. Tall, all, Dall—Come, my dear Boy 
let us have that Song once more. 


ipley /ifining at 


Arch, No, no, we ſhall diſturb the Family: But will 


you be ſure to keep the Secret ? 


Scrub. Pho! upon my Honour, as Pm a Gentleman. 


Arch. Tis enough—You muſt know then, that my 
Maſter is the Lord Viſcount Aimawvell; he fought a Duel 
tother Day in London, wounded his Man ſo dangerouſly, 
that he thinks fit, to withdraw till he hear whether the 
Gentleman's Wounds be mortal or not: He never was 


$ „ Enter Archer and Scrub finging, and „ie one another 


+ om rn. r r a —— — n 


Ss 
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in this part of Eagland before, ſo he choſe to retire - to ; Ar 


this Place, that's all. Perſo 
Gip. And that's enough for me. [Exit J Sc⸗ 
Scrub. And where were you when your Maſter fought? dural 
Arch. We never know of our Maſters Quarrels. Won 
Scrub. No! if our Maſters in the Country here receive 4 
a Challenge, the firſt thing they do is to tell their Wives; man 
the Wife tells the Servants, the Servants alarm the Te-“ C6 


nants, and 1 in half an Hour, you fhall have the whole 0 her; 


Country up in Arms. fear 

Arch. To hinder two Men from doing what they have you 
no mind for But if you ſhould chance to talk now |  ./ 
of this Buſineſs ? ever 


Scrub. Talk ! ah, Sir, had I not learn'd the knack of go 
holding my tongue, I had never liv'd ſo long i ina Res and 
amily. <1 
Arch. Ay, ay, to be ſure, there are e Secfeßs in all ing 


Families. thx 

Scrub. Secrets, O Lud! but I'll fay no mere 
Come fit down, we'll make an end of our Tankard: I tc 
Here 2— N ple 


Arch. With all my Heart; who knows but you and Þ the 
I may come to be better acquainted, eh-——Here's your F. 
Ladies Health ; you have three, I think, and to be ſure ; 
there muſt be Secrets among em. 

Serub. Secrets! Ah: Friend, F riend, J wiſh J had a 
F riend 
Arch. Am not I your F fin? . you and Ice 
will be ſworn Brothers. es 
Scrub. Shall we? 6 | 


Arch; From this Minute= Give 1 me a Kis * 
And Bow Brother Scrub. 

Scrub. And now Brother . 1 will tell you a. 2 
Secret that will make your Hair ſtand an end — oO Þ 


muſt know, that I am conſumedly in Love. | 
Arch. That's a terrible Secret, that's the truth on't. 
Tit Jade, Gip/ey, that was with us juſt ncw , 
in the Cellar, is the arranteſt Whore that ever wore a 
Fetacoat r m dy ing for Love of her. 


1 ” Arch, 


* 
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re to Arch. Ha, ha, ha————Are you in love with her 
. . Perſon, or her Virtue, Brother Scrub? 
t. Scrub. L. ſhould like Virtue beſt, becaufe it is more 
ght“ durable than Beaaty ; for Virtue holds good with ſome 

Women long, and many a Day aftet they have loſt it. 
Arch. In. the Country, I grant ye, where no Wo- 
man's Virtue is loſt, tilf a Baitard be found.  — © 
Scrub. Ay, could! bring her to a Baſtard, I ſhou'd have 
her all to my ſelf; but I dare not put it upon tſtatLay, for 
fear of being ſent for a Soldier Pray, Brother how do 
dave you Gentlemen in London like that me Preſſing Act? 
1000 Arch: Very ill, Brother Scrub; — Tis the worſt that 
| ever was made for us:——Pormerly I remember the 
< of good Days W we cou'd dun our Maſters for our Wages, 
cat and if they tefus'dto pay us, we con'd have a Warrant 
+. | to carry em before a Juſtice ; but now if we talk of eat 
all ing, they have a Warrant for us, and carry us before 
I = 
Schub. And to be ſure we go if we talk of eating: for 
d: te Tuſtices won't give their own Servants a bai Exams 
ple. Now this is my Misfortune ] dare not {peak in 


elve 
ves; 
Te. 


hole 


ry 
* 
* 
> 
5 
be 
+ 
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" | the Houſe while that ade, Gi, dings about like a 
re 


e Change now? 


Fury Once I had the better end of the Staff. 
Arch. And how comes of 7 5 
Scrub. Why the Mother ofall this Miichief is a Prieſt. 
* 8 AaAub Ana ao, 


Scrub. Ay, a dami'd Son of a Whore of B abylbn, that | 


I came over hither to fay Grace to the F rench Officers and 
eat up g Proviſions There's not a Day goes 
over his Head without a Dinner or Supper in this Houie. 

5 8 N | | 


Arch. How came ke ſo familiar in the Family? 
| Scrub. Becauſe he ſpeaks Engliſb as if he had liv'd here 
all his Life, and tells Lyes as if he had been a Traveller 
II from his Cradle. een ond ed 
Arch. And this Prieſt, I'm afraid, has converted the 
Affectiens of your Gipfey. oo 
Scrub. Converted ! ay, and perverted, my dear Friend 
For, Em afraid, he has made her a Whore and a 
Papiſt—But this is not all ; there's the N _ 
| ” re. 


* 


40 The BRA ux STRATAGEM: 2, 


Mrs. Sullen, they're in the Confederacy, and for lone © hou' 
private Ends of their own too, to be ſure. — 
Arch. A very hopeful Family yours, Brother Scrab i, = M 
F ſuppoſe the Maiden Lady has her Lover too. a 
Scrub. Not that I know—She's the beſt on em, tharil J 
the truth on't: But they take care to prevent my Curio- . 
4 by by giving me ſo much Buſineſs, that Pm a perfect and 
hat do xou think is my Place in this F amily;? 

Weng Butler, I ſuppoſe. beer 
Scrub. Ah, Lord help you ——T'l! tell you-—Oful ba 
Monday 1 drive the Coach, of a Tue/day I drive the Plou _ $ 


on Wedneſday I follow the Hounds, a Thurſday. I J hat 

the Tenants, on Friday go to Market, on Saturday 1 fror 

draw Warrants, and a Sunday draw Beer. 7 . 

Arch. Ha! ha! ha! If Verity be a Pleaſure in Life, Kn 

ou have 4 on't, my dear Brother ZBut what 1 
ies are thoſe? 


Scrub. Ours, ours; that upon the right Hand is Mrs. ay 
FSullen, the other i is Mrs. Dera Oo” t mind * em, i _ of: 


fit till, Man ; f 
1 Mrs. Sullen aud Dorinda. 1 ud 
ici 


Mrs. Sl. I have beard my Brother talk of my Lore | | 
Aimwell, but they ſay that his Brother is the finer Gen- 
tleman. pr 

Dor. That's impoſlible, Siſter. - 
Mrs. Sl. He's vaſtly rich, and very cloſe, they ſay. an 
No matter for that; If I can creep into his Heart, of 
*F1 his Breaſt, T warrant him: I have heard ſay, Pp, 
=> may be gueſs'd at by the Behaviour of their V 
5 3 with we might talk to that Fellow. | 
LI So do I; for I think he's a very pretty Fel- Io 
2 "Com this way, TIl throw a Lure for him pre- 


11 bey avalk a turn towards the oppoſite fide of the Stage „ 
Mr. Sullen drops her Fan, Archer runs, takes it up. 
and gives it her. 2 < 


«Arch. Corn, Wine, and Oil indeed But, I think, t 
the Wife has the greateſt Plenty of Fleſh and . 4 4 
ou d 


1 


a. 


been better than ours 


W ſerving them is ſufficient Wages: there is a Charm in 
their Looks that delivers a Fle 
mands, and gives our Duty the Wings of Inclination. 
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ſhou'd be my Choice — Ay, ay, ſay you ſo - Madam 
—— —— Your Ladyſhip's Fan. 
Mrs. Sul. O Sir, thank you What a handſome 
Bow the Fellow made | | 
Dor. Bow ! Why, I have known ſeveral Footmen come 
down from London, ſet up here for Dancing-Maſters, 
and carry off the beſt Fortunes in the Country. . 
Arch. { Afide.), That Project, for aught I know, had 
Brother Scrub, why don't 
you introduce me? 8 5 
Scrub. Ladies, this is the ſtrange Gentleman's Servant 
that you ſaw at Church to-day ; I underſtood he came 
from Landon, and ſo I invited him to the Cellar, that he 
might ſhew me the neweſt Flouriſh in whetting my 


Knives. 


Dor. And J hope you have made much of him? 
Arch. O yes, Madam, but the Strength of your La- 


duyſhip's Liquor is alittle too potent for the Conſtitution 
of your humble Servant. | 


Mrs. Sul. What then you don't uſually drink' Ale? | 
Arch. No, Madam, my conſtant Drink is Tea, or 


little Wine and Water; tis preſcrib'd me by the Phy+ 
> ficians for a Remedy againſt the Spleen. | 


Scrub. O la! O la!—A Footman have the Spleen. —- 
Mrs. Sul. I thought that Diſtemper had been only 
proper to People of Quality. ; 
Arch. Madam, like all other Faſhions it wears out, 


and ſo deſcends to their Servants ; tho' in a great many 
of us, I believe, it proceeds from ſome melancholy 
Particles in the Blood, occaſion'd by the Stagnation of 
2 Wages. | 


Dor. No affectedly the Fellow talks! How 


f long, pray, have you ſerw'd your preſent Maſter ? 


Arch. Not long; my Life has been moſtly ſpent in 


the Service of the Ladies. 


Mrs. Sul. And pray which Service do you like beſt ? 
Arch. Madam, the Ladies pay beſt; the Honour of, 


leaſure with their Com- 


Mrs. 


— 
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Mrs. S. That Flight was above the Pitch of a Li- 
* and Sir, wou'd not you be ſatisſied to ſerve a 


ver 
Lady again? | iP | | 
Arch, As Groom of the Chambers, Madam, but not 
as a Footman. GD 8 . 
Mrs. Sal. I ſappoſe you ſerv'd as Footman before? 
Arch. For that Reaſon I would not ſerve in that 
Poſt again; for my Memory is too weak for the Load 
of Meilages that the Ladies lay upon their Servants in 


London: My Lady Howd'ye, the laſt Miſtreſs, I ſerv'd, F 


call'd me up one Morning, and told me, Martin, go to 
my Lady Alluight with my humble Service; tell her [ 
was to wait on her Ladyfhip yeſterday, and left word 
with Mrs. Rebecca, that the Preliminaries of the Affair 


ſhe knows of, are flopt till we know the Concurrence | 
. of the Perſon that I know of, for which there are | 
Circumſtances wanting, which we ſhall accommodate | 


at the old Place; but that in the mean time there is a 

Perion about her Ladyſhip, that from ſeveral Hints and 

Surmiſes, was acceſſary at a certain time to the Dilap- 

pointmments that naturally attend things, that to her 

Knowledge are of more Importance 
Mrs. Sul. 


" "Dor: ; Ha, ha, where are you going, Sir? 
Arch. Why, I ha'n't half done ———The whole 
Howd'ye was aboat half an Hour long; ſo happen'd 
to miſplace two Syllables, and was turn'd off, and ren- 
der'd incapable. rs 
Dor. The pleaſanteſt Fellow, Sifter, I ever ſaw. 
But, Friend, if your Maſter be married, —TI preſume 
you ſill ſervea Lady. 5 
Arch. No, Madam, I take care never to come into 
a married Family; the Commands of the Maſter and 
Miſtreſs are always fo contrary, that 'tis 1mpoſlible to 
pleaſe both. | 333 
Dor. There's a main Point gain d. My Lord is 
not married, I find, ©. | 5 ns [ Ade. 
Mrs. Sal. But I wonder, Friend, that in ſo many good 
Services, you had not a better Provition made for you. 


Arch. 


- 


Bu 
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Arch. I don't know how, Madam I had a Lieute- 
nancy offer'd me three or four times ; but that is not 


Bread, Madam I live much better as I do. 
Scrub. Madam, he ings rarely——I was thought to 


do pretty well here in the Country till he came; but 


alack-a-day, I'm nothing to my Brother Martin. 

Dor. Does he? Pray, Sir, will you oblige us with 
a Song? 

Arch. Are you for Paſſion or 8 ? 

Scrub. Ola! He has the pureſt Ballad about a Trifle. 

Mrs. Sul. A Trifle! Pray, Sir, let's have it. 

Arch. I'm aſham'd to offer you a Trifle, Madam: 
But ſince you command me 


{ Sings 8 410 Tune of Sir Simon. the King. 


A Trifling Sing you ſhall bearr,ĩr ; 
Begun with @ Trifi: and ended, &c. 4 


Mrs. Sul, Very well, Sir, we are oblig'd to vou 

Something for a Pair of Gloves. 
Il ering him Marcy. 

Arch. I humbly beg leans to be excuſed : My Maſter, 
Madam, pays me; nor dare I'take Money from any o- 
ther Hands, without injuring his Honour, and diſo- 
beying his Commands. * {Exzr. 

Dor. This is ſurprizing: Did you ever ſee fo pretty 
a well-bred F ellow ? 

Mrs. Sul. The Devil take him for wearing had 7.2 


ver Y. 


Dor. I fancy, Siſter, he may be ** Gentleman, a 
Friend of my Lord's, that his Lordſhip has pitch'd up- 
on for his Courage, Fidelity, and Diſcretion, to bear 
him Company in this Dreſs, and who ten to one was 
his Second. 

Mrs. Sul. It is ſo, it muſt be fo, and it mall 1 
For I like him. | 

Dor. What! better than the Count? 

Mrs. Sul. The Count happen d to be the 3 agree- 
able Man * the FINE * and fo 1 choſe him to terve 
| me 
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me in my Deſign upon my Huſband 


But I ſhou'd | 


muſt leave it 
Tapis have you prepar'd your Brother? 
Dor. Yes, 
Mrs. Sul. Hef faid little, mumbled ſomething to him- 4 
Aelf, and promis'd to be guided by me: But here he 
— 2 


N. 


Enter Sullen. 


Sul. What Singing was that I heard juſt now? 


Mrs. Sul. The Singing in your Head, my Dear, { 


you complain'd of it all Day. 

Sul. You're impertinent. 

_ Sul. I was ever ſo, ince I became one Fleſk | 
wit 

Sul. One Fleſh! rather two Carcaſſes join'd unna- | 
turally together. . 

Mrs. 88“. Or rather a living Soul coupled to a dead] 


Bor. So, this is fine Encouragement for me! 

Sul. Yes, my Wife ſhews you what you muſt do 

Mrs. Sal. And my Huſband ſhews you what you 
muſt ſuffer. | 

Sul. Sdeath why car''t you be ſilent? 

Mrs. Sal. *Sdeath why can't you talk? 

Sul. Do you talk to any purpoſe ? 

Mrs. Sul. Do you think to any purpoſe? : 

Sul. Siſter, de 74 Ben. 12 I ſhan't be home 
till it be late. 

Mrs. dul. What did he e whiſper to you? ? 


ds 


: yeni 


Lüke this Fellow better in a Deſign upon my ſelf. c 1 
Dor. But now, Siſter, for .an-Interview with this Þ Fon 
Lord, and this Gentleman; how ſhall we bring that Þ 21 
about? : 4 
Mrs. J. Patience you Country Ladies give no Quar-. 0 
ter, if once you be enter'd4 Wou 'd you. 9 L 
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Dor. That he would go round the back way, come 


into the Cloſet, and liſten as I directed him — But let 
me beg once more, dear Sifter, to drop this Project; for, 
as I told you before, inſtead of — 
neſs, you may 33 him to Rage; and then who 


ing him to Kind- 


knows how far his Brutality may carry him? 


one 4 Mrs. Sul. I'm F$ovided to receive him, 1 warrant 
0 j you: But here comes the Count; vaniſh. 
the} Enter Count Bellair. 


im- 
he 


leſk 


na- 


7 
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: Don't you wonder, Monſieur le Count, that I was not as 


1 Church .this Afternoon'? | 
Count. I more wonder, Madam, that you go dere at 
all, or how you dare lift thoſe Eyes to Heaven that are 


guilty of ſo much killing. 
' Mrs. Sul. F Heawen, Sir, hai given to my Eyes the + 
Power of killing, with the Virtue of making a Cure, 1 
hope the one may atone for the other. 

Count. O largely, Madam, wou'd your Ladyſbip be as 
ready to apply the Remety, as to give the Wound | 
» Conſider, Madam, I am doubly a Priſoner ; firſt to the 
Arms of your General, then to your * — conguering Eyes; 
my firſt Chains are eaſy; there a Ranſom may redeem me; 
but from your Fetters I newer ſhall get free. | 

Mrs. Sul. Alas, Sir! Why fhou'd you complain to me 
of your Captivity, who.am in Chains myſelf ? You know, © 
Sir, that I am bound, nay, muſt be tied up in that Par- 
ticular that might give you Eaſe: I am like you, .a Pri- 
ener of Na. — War indeed have given my 
Parole of Honour; would you break yours to gain your 
Liberty? 95 


* nt. 


ada. Oe — — _— i —_— a 


This Scene printed in Jtalict, with the entire Part 
of the Count, was cut out by the Author, after the 
firſt Night's Repreſentation ; and where he ſhou'd enter 
in the laſt Scene of the fifth AR, it is added to the Part 
of Feigard. 0 

8 Count. 
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313 2 Mb rertginly. 7 abu, guere 14 5 4Joner a. 
qnong the Turks 3, dis is jour Al „ure 4 As abe, Ma 
dan, Slawe to the 20ſt Tur. 2 Haſland. JEWP 
Mrs. Sul. There Py my % Hall, 1 confeſs 3 no For tifca 
ann PT Courage, OD, nor Vigilancy,- can pretend u 
| defend 4 Place, where the C ruelty of the Scr fore ci 
' the Gariſon to mutiny. : 
Count. Ard where de Befieger 15 reſelo/d to N . 
de Place Here will I fix ; [ Kneels] with Tears 
Vows, and Prayers, aſſault your Heart, and never rij 
till you ſurrender ; or. if I mu Arm Lowe and 
Se. Michael and fo I begin the Attac 
Mes, Sul. Stand o. Sure he hears ne not; 
pts J cou d almeſt wiſh——he did not- The oy 
lob makes Love very pretfily. Aude. 1 But, Sir, ak 
Sooutd von put fuch a Value upon my Perſon, exhen eu Ii 
fee it deſpis'd by one that knows it fo much better? | 
Count. He knows it not, though he poſſeſſes it; if he but 


nc the Value of the Ferked, he is Maſter of, he <wou'd 1 1 
aways Wear 47 next eg Heart, and Jeep with Seas ba 6 a 
Aris. fo 
Mrs. Sul. But . uce OY hers ne er ber fro 495 
Him- | 
Count. as. one aun Fey your 7 alue well, comic 10 
, and takes you up, is it net; Fuſtice ? 225 
| {Goes to lay hold by her / 
| * gallen with * Sword drawn.” | 2 
Sol. Hula, Villain, Holl. C 
Ns. Sul. {Preſenting a Piſtol.] Do i va Bold. wy 
Sul. What ! Murther Jour Huſband, i defend you 1 
Ws ? Jour 


Mrs. Sul. Bull For Some, Mr Sullen, Bulliec aveat 
Be IL g the Gentleman has none; he's a Prifoner 
you not. I ab aware of Jour Ontrafe, and Frepar 
this to receive jour Violence; and, uf occaſion were; ti 
preſerve "myſelf (againſt the. Force Ul this other Ger th 
8 n 

yo For O N ladam, your by yes K te better Fire-orm; 7 BEL 
ur ol; * never miſs, 

Sul 


py 
* 


The BEAUX STRATAGEM. 47 


Sul. What! court my Wife to my Face! 5 
Mrs. Sul. Pray Mr. Sullen, put up, ſuſpend your Fu- 
$ for a Minute. i . 
Sul. 70 give time to invent an Excuſe. 

| Mrs. Sul. I need none. 

ca Sul. No, for I heard every Syllable of your Diſcourſe. 
4 Count. 4b! And begar, T tink de Dialogue was vera 
Pretty. * 

HH Mee. Sul. Then, I ſuppoſe, Sir, you heard ſomething of 
fore your own Barbarity. | 

sul. Barbarity! Oons, what does the Woman call Bar- 
arity? Do J ever meddle with ou? 

an Mrs. Sul. No. 

Sul. As for you, Sir, I ſhalFtake another time. 

pats Count. Ah, begar, fo muſt J. 

Sul. Look'e, Madam, don't think that my Anger pro- 
ceeds from any Concern I have for your Honour, but for 
yu my ban; and if you can Cntrive any way of being æ 
8 Whore without making me a Cuckold, do it and welcome. 
= Mrs. Sul. Sir, thank you kindly; ou auou'd allow me 
the Sin, but rob me of the Pleaſure.— , no, Pm re- 
ſelod never to venture upon the Crime, without the Sa- 

tisfation of ſeeing you punijp*d fon t. x, | 
1 0 Sul. Then will you grant me this, my Dear? Let any 
body elſe do you the Fawour but that Frenchman, for I 
mortally hate his whole Generation. [Exit. 
Count. Ab, Sir, that be ungrateful; for begar, I love 
ome of yours; Madam 3 
Mrs. Sul. No, Sir 
Count. No, Sir] Garzon, Madam, I am not 
our Huſband. | 


Mrs. Sul. *Tis time to undecei ce you, Sir; — I beliewd 


CON! 


f her, 


= 
v0 


W and I hope you will think the ſame of my Complaiſancez 
foner, and to convince you that Jou ought, Jou muſt know, 


OPAY 


ed to liſten by my Appointment. A 
Count. By your Appointment ? 
Mrs. Sul. Com a 


vert. 


1 15 | 
d Count. 


Sul 


your Addreſſes to me were ns more than an Amuſemeut, 


+M that I brought you hither only to make you Infirumental - 
X in ſetting me right wvith My Huſband 3 far he was plant- 
s i — Hi S% ' 
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Count. And fo, Madam, while Twas telling taventy 


Stories to part you from your Huſband, begar, I was 
bringing you together all the while. 


Mrs. Sul. Taſt your Pardon, Sir; but ] hope this will : 


give you a Taſte of the Virtue of the Engliſh Ladies. 


Count. Begar, Madam, your Virtue be vera great, but | 


Garzoon, your Honeſte be wera little. 
Enter Dorinda. 


Mrs. Sul. Nay, now you're angry, Sir. 
Count. Angry! Fair Dorinda, [Sings fair Dorinda the 


era Tune, and addreſſes to Dorinda.] Madam, when Þ 
your Ladyhip wants a Fool, ſend for me: Fair Dorinda, 


— THe | [Exit. 
Mrs. Sul. Were goes the true Humour of his Nation, 


Reſentment with good Manners, and the Height of Anger 
in a Song Well, Siſter, you muſt be Fudge, for you Þ 


have heard the Trial. | 
Dor. Aud I bring in my Brother guilty. 


Mrs. Sul. But I muft bear the Puniſhmeni—-—T i; 


hard, Siſter. | 

Dor. I own it—but you muſt have Patience, 

Mrs. Sul. Patience! The Cant of Cuſiom—Providence 
" ſends no Eil without a Remedy——fhou'd T lie groaning 
under a Yoak I can ſhake off, I were acceſſary to my Ruin, 
and my Patience xwere no better than Self- Murther, 

Dor. But how can you ſhake off the Joe? —————YTur 
| Diviftons don't come within the Reach of the Law, for a 
Divorce. I | ö 

Mrs. Sul. Law! What Law can ſearch into the remote 
Abyſs of Nature? what Evidence can prowe the unac- 
countable Diſaffections of Medloch? Can a Fury ſum 
up the endleſs Awerſions that are rooted in our Souls, or 
can a Bench give Fuagement upon Antipathies? 
Dor. They never pretended, Siſter 3 they never meddle, 
Gut incaſe of Uncleanneſs. | | 

Mrs. Sul. Uncleanneſs! O Sifler! Caſual Violation is 
a tranſient Injury, and may poſſibly be repair'd ; but can 
radical Hatreas be ever reconcil d! —No, no, Sifter, Na- 
ture is the firſt Laxwgiver, and when he has ſet Temfers 


opfeſite 
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efpoſite, not all the Golden Links of Wedlack, nor Iro 
; Manacles of Law, can Reep em faſt. 


Wedlock we own ordain'd by Heaven's Decree, 
But ſuch as Heav'n ordain'd it firſt to be; 
Concurring Tempers in the Man and Wife, 
As mutual Helps to draw the Load of Life. 
View all the Works of Providence above, 

The Stars with Harmony and Concord move; 
View all the Works of Providence below, 

The Fire, the Water, Earth, and Air we know, 
All in one Plant agree to make it grow. 

Muſt Man, the chiefeſt Work of Art Divine, 
Be doom'd in endleſs Diſcord to repine? 

No, we ſhou'd injure Heav'n by that Surmiſe; 
Omnipotence is juſt, were Man but wiſe. + 


The E N D of the Taixp Acr. 


eee ee eg 


ACT W. 
SCENE continues. 


Enter Mrs. Sullen. 


Mrs. SJ. EF ERE I born an humble Turk, where 


| Women have no Soul nor Property, 

there J mult it contented. -— But in England, a 
Country whoſe Women are its Glory, muſt Women be 
abus d? Where Women rule, muſt Women he enflav'd ? 
Nay, cheated into Slavery? mock'd by a Promiſe of 
comfortable Society into a Wilderneſs of Solitude? 
dare not keep the Thought about me. O! here 
comes ſomething to divert m 5 

| Enter a Country Woman. | 

Nom. I” come a'n't pleaſe your Ladyſhip you're 
my Lady Bountiful, a'n'tye? | CE 
: C2 Mrs. 
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Mrs. Sul. Well, good Woman, go on. 


Mom. I come ſeventeen long Mail to have a Cure for 


my Huſband's ſore Leg. 


Mrs. Sul. Your Huſband ! what, Woman, cure your ; 


Huſband ! | 


Mom. Ay, poor Man, for his fore Leg won'tlet him 


ſir from home. 


Mrs. Sul. There, I confeſs you have given me a 
Reaſon. Well, good Woman, I'll tel] you what you; 


mult do You muit lay your Huſband's Leg upon a 


Table, and with a Chopping-knife you muit lay it 
open as broad as you can, then you muſt take out the 


Bone, and beat the Fleſh ſoundly with a Rolling-pin, 


then take Salt, Pepper, Cloves, Mace, and Ginger, ſome 
Sweet-herbs, and ſeaſon it very well; then roll it up, 


like Braun, and put it into the Oven for two Hours. 


Mom. Heaven reward your Ladyſhip——l have two N 


little Babies too that are piteous bad with the Graips, 
a'n't pleaſe ye. | | 


_ Mis. Sul. Put a little Pepper and Salt in their Bellics, | 
good Woman. [Enter Lady Bountiful.} I beg your 


Ladyſhip's Pardon tor taking your Buſineſs out of your 
Hands, I have been a tampering here a little with one 
of your Patients. ny e 

L. Bonn. Come, good Woman, don't mind this mad 
Creature; I am the Perion that you want, I ſuppotc— 
What wou'd you have, Woman? 


Mrs. Sal. She wants ſomething for her Huſband's ſore 


5 Bount. What's the matter with his Leg, Goody! 
Mam. It come firſt, as one might ſay, with a fort of 
 Dizzineis in Bis Foot, then he had a kind of Lazineß 
in his Joints, and then his Leg broke out, and then it 
Well'd, and then it clos'd again, and then it broke out 
agan, and then it feſter'd, and then it grew better, 
and then it grew worſe again. 

Mrs. Sz. Ha, ha, ha „ 
IL. Beunt. Flow can you be merry with the Misfor— 
tunes of other Feopie? 


Mrs. Sul. 


o/ ( 


for Mrs. Sul. Becauſe my own make me ſad, Madam. 

I. Bount. The worſt Reaſon inthe World, Daughter; 
out your own Misfortunes ſhou'd' teach you to pity others. 

3 Mrs. Sy/. But the Woman's Misfortunes and mine are 
im nothing alike ; her Husband is fick, and mine, alas! is 

in Health. | 
e 2 L. Bount. What ! would you wiſh your Husband fick ? 
you BY Mrs. Sul. Not of a ſore Leg, of all things. 
nah} L. Bount. Well, good Woman, go to the Pantry, get 
it your Belly full of Victuals, then Ill give you a Receipt 
the of Diet-drink for your Husband But d'ye hear, 
pin, Goody, you muſt not let your Husband move too much. 
dome Mom. No, no, Madam; the poor Man's inclinable 
up enough to lie ſtill. „ 
s.. L. Bount. Well, Daughter Sullen, tho you laugh, 1 
two have done Miracles about the Country here with my 
üpe, Receipts. 

Mrs. Sul. Miracles indeed, if they have cur'd any 
lies, body; but, I believe, Madam, the Patient's Faith goes 
your] farther toward the Miracle than your Preſcription. 
your L. Bount. Fancy helps in ſome Caſes; but there's 
one your Husband, who has as little Fancy as any body, I 

brought him from Death's door. 
mad Mrs. Sul. I ſuppoſe, Madam, you made him drink 
e- plentifully of Aſs's Milk. 2 | 
fore Enter Dorinda, runs to Mrs. Sullen. 
ody! Dor. News, dear Siſter, News, News! 
rt of 
= Enter Archer, running. 
en 1 
e ou Arch. Where, where is my Lady Bountiful ? — 
etter Pray which is the eld Lady of you three? a 
L. Bount. I am. 
Arch. O, Madam, the Fame of your Ladyſhip's Cha- 
for rity, Goodneſs, Benevolence, Skill and Ability, have 
drawn me hither to implore your Ladyſhip's Help in be- 
half of my unfortunate Maſter, who is this Moment 
Sal] breathing his laſt, 


4 
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L. Bun. Your Maſter! Where is he? 2 
Arch. At your Gate, Madam, drawn by the ApJ © 
<2 pearance of your handſome Houſe to view it nearer, and 
walking up the Avenue within five Paces of the Court 
Yard, he was taken ill of a ſudden with a ſort of! 
know not what; but dovan he fell, and there he lies.. 
L. Boun. Here, Scrub, Gipſey, all run, get my Eaſy- Bl 
Chair down Stairs, put the Gentleman in it, and bring 


him in quickly, quickly. 7 yo 
Arch. Beaven will reward your Ladyſhip for thu bt 
charitable Act. 1H 


L. Bur. Is your Maſter us'd to theſe Fits ? 5 

Arch. O Yes, Madam, frequently I have knowy-i H. 
him have five or fix of a Night. | 8 

L. Boun. What's his Name? 


Arch. Lord, Madam, he's a dying; a Minute's Car Ca 

or Neglect may ſave or deſtroy his Life. 1 

; L. Bun. Ah, poor Gentleman! Come, Friend, ſhevhi _ 
me the way; Þ11 ſee him brought in my elf. | ha 

| [Exit with Archer Es 

Dor. O, Siſter, my Heart flutters about ſtrangely ; MW 

can hardly forbear running to his Aſſiſtance. for 
Mrs. $4/. And Tl lay my Life he deſerves your A of 
ſiſtance more than he wants it: Did not I tell you tha | 
my Lord wou'd find a way to come at you? Love] {or 
his Diſtemper, and you mutt be the Phyſician; put a | 
all your Charms, ſummon all your Fire into your Eyes ble 
_ the whole Artillery of your Looks againſt hi tt 
reaſt, and down with him. | 
Dor. O, Siſter, Pm but a young Gunner, I ſhall b yo 
afraid to ſhoot, for fear the Piece ſhou'd recoil, and, 
hurt my ſelf. | | | 
Mrs. Su]. Never fear; you ſhall ſee me ſhoot befor La 

you, if you will. 


Dor. No, no, dear Sifter, you have miſs'd your Mark ; 
ſo unfortunately, that I ſhan't care for being inſtructed , 
by you, | | | 
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Enter Aimwell in a Chair, carried by Archer and Scrub, 


Ap. = Lady Bountiful, Gipſey. Aimwell counter jane a 
aud, Saboon. 

burt 

of IF L. Boun. Here, here, let's fee the Hartſhorn Drops 


s. Gip/ey, a Glaſs. of fair Water, his Fit's very ſtrong.— 
Bleis me, how his Hands are clinch'd! 

Arch, For ſhame, Ladies, what d'ye do? why don't 
vou help us?——Pray, Madam, [Zo Dorinda.] take 
his Hand, and open it, if you can, whilſt I hold his 

Head. [Dorinda takes his Hand. 

Dor. Poor Gentleman On he has got my 
Hand within his, and ſqueezes it unmercifully. 
I. Boun. *Tis the Violence of his Convulſion, Child. 
Arch. O, Madam, he's perfectly poſſeſs'd in theſe 
Caſes he'll bite you, if you don't have a care. 
Dor. Oh, my Hand! my Hand! 

'L. Boun. What's the matter with the Fooliſh Girl; 21 

| 3 got his Hand open, you ſee, with a great deal of 
aſe. 

e AY. but, Madam, your Daughter's Hand is 

ſomewhat warmer than yeur adyſhip's, and the Heat 

r A of it draws the Force of the Spirits that way. 

Mrs. Sal. I find, Friend, you're very learned i in theſe 
ſort of Fits. 

Arch. Tis no wonder, Madan, for m often trou- 
bled with them my ſelf; I find my ſelf extremely ill 
at this minute. [ Looking hard at Mrs. Sullen. 

_ Sul. [ Aſide. ] J fancy I cou d find a way to cure 


L Boun. His Fit holds him very long. 

Arch. Longer than uſual, Madam: — Pray, young 
Lady, open his Breaſt and give him Air. | 

L. Boun. Where did his Illneſs take him firſt, pray ? 

Arch. To-day at Church, Madam. 

L. Boun. In what manner was he taken? _ 

Arch. Very ſtrangely, my Lady. He was of a ſudden 
touch'd with ſomething in his Eyes, which at the firſt 
he 04 felt, but cou'd not tell whether twas Pain or 


C 4 : L. Boun. 


— 


54 TheBraux STRATAGEM. 


L. Bount. Wind, nothing but Wind. 

Arch. By loft Degrees it grew and mounted to hi 1 
Brain, there his Fancy caught it; there form'd it 1 FE A 
beautiful, and dreis'd it up in ſuch gay, pleaſing Co- Pe 
lours, that his tran{ported Appetite ſeiz'd the fair Idea 29 
and ſtraight convey'd it to his Heart. That hoipitableſM '9 
Scat of Lite ſent all its anguine Spirits forth to meet it, 
and open'd ail its ſluicy Gates to take the Stranger in. the 

L. Bount. Your Mater ſhou'd never go without af Fe. 
Bottle to ſmell to——Ohk! he recover the 
Lavender-Water {ome Feathers to burn under his 
Noſe Hungary-water to rub his Temples—— OF 
he comes to himielf. Hem a little, Sir, hem 2 
Gipſey, bring the Cordial-Water. : 

[Aimwell ſeems to awake in amaze YO 


Dor. How do you do, Sir? 


Aim. Where am I? [ Rifong : me 
Sure I have pais'd the Gulph of Silent Death, 800 
And now am landed on the Elan Shore : 
e 


Behold the Goddeſs of thoſe happy Plains, 
Fair Proſerpinc—let me adore thy bright Divinity, 
75 [ Kneels to Dorinda, and kifjes her Hand. 
Mrs. Sul. So, ſo, ſo, I knew where the Fit would 
end. | 
Aim. Eurydice, perhaps | : 
How could thy Orpheus Keep his Word, Fit 
Amd not. look back upon thee ? 8 
No Treaſure but thy {elf could ſure have brib'd him] had 


To look one Minute off thee. ture 

L. Bount. Delirious, poor Gentleman. ere 
Arch. Very delirious, Madam, very delirious. Wa) 
Aim. Martin's Voice, I think. | / 


Arch. Yes, my Lord— How does your Lordſhip? 5 
L. Bount. Lord! did you mind that, Girls? pho 
Aim. Where am I? | 
Arch. In very good Hands, Sir—— You were taken e 
juſt now with one of your old Fits, under the Trees, 
Juſt by this good Lady's Houſe; her Ladyſhip had you 
taken in, and has miraculouſly brought you to your ſelf 
as you fee | 


Ain. 


| hin 


up ? 


taken 
Prees, 


d you 


r ſelf, 


Ain. 
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py I am fo confounded with ſhame, Madam, that 
I can now only beg Pardon And refer my 


. Acknowledgement tor your Ladyſhip's Care, till an Op- 
portunity offers of making ſome amends-—<I dare be 
no longer troubleſome 
to the Servants. 


Martin, give two Guineas 


Dor. Sir, you may catch cold by going ſo ſoon into 
the Air; you don't look, Sir, as if you were perfectly 
recover'd. 

Here Archer talks to Lady Bountiful 23 thi B. au. 

Aim. That J ſhall never be, Madam; my preſent III- 


4 neſs is ſo rooted, that I muſt * to carry it to my 
Grave. 


Mrs. Sul. Don t deſpair, Sir; Thave known "TROY in 


| N your Diſtemper ſhake it off with a Fortnight's Phyſick. 


L. Bount. Come, Sir, your Servant has been telling 


| me that you're apt to relapſe if you go into the Air--Your 
good Manners ſhan't get the better of ours——You ſhall 
fit down again, Sir: —— Come, Sir, we don't mind 


Ceremonies in the Country Here, Sir, my Service 
ye ou ſhall taſte my Water; tis a Cordial, I can 
aſſure you, and of my own making Drink it off, Sir: 
[Aimwell drinks. ] And how d'ye find your ſelf now, Sir? 
Aim. Somewhat better tho' very faint ſtill. 
L. Bount. Ay, ay, People are always faint after theſe 
Fits. Come, Girls, you ſhall ſhew the Gentleman the 


| Houſe ; *tis but an old Family Building, Sir; but you 


had better walk about, and cool by degrees, than ven- 
ture immediately into the Air You'll find ſome to- 
lerable Pictures. Dorinda, ſhew the Gentleman the 


way. [Exit.]. I muſt go to the poor Woman below. 


Dor. This way, Sir. 

Aim. Ladies, ſhall I beg leave for my Seryant to 
wait on you, for he underſtands Pictures very well. 

Mrs. Su. Sir, we underſtand Originals as well as he 
does Pictures, fo he may come along. 


[Ex. Dor. Mrs. Sul. Aim. Arch. Aim. leads Dor. 
Enter Foigard and Scrub, meeting. 


Fois. g. 


Saave you, Maſter Scrub. 


C 5 Scrub. 
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Scrub. Sir, 1 won't be ſav'd your way—l hate a 


Prieft, I abhor the French, and I defy the Devil— | 
Sir, I'm a bold Briton, and will ſpill the laſt drop of 


my Blood to keep out Popery and Slavery. | 
Foig. Maſter Scrub, you wou'd put me down in Poli- 
ticks, and ſo I wou'd be ipeaking with Mrs. Gip/ey. 
Scrub, Good Mr. Prieit, you can't ſpeak with her; 
ſhe's fick, Sir; ſhe's gone abroad, Sir; ſhe's dead 
two Months ago, Sir. | 


Enter Gip ſy. 


Gip. How now, Impudence! How dare you talk { Þ 
ſaucily to the Doctor? Fray, Sir, don't take it ill; for 
the Common People of England are not ſo civil to 


Strangers, AS— 

Scrub. You lye, you lye; 
ſuch as you are, that are civilleſt to Strangers. 
Sid. Sirrah, I have a good mind to Get you 

out, I ſay. 

Scrub. I won't. | | 

Ce. You wo'n't, Sauce-box Pray, DoQor, what 
is the Captain's Name that came to your Inn laſt Night? 

Scrub. The Captain! ah, the Devil, there ſhe hampers 
me again; the Captain has me on one fide, and the Prieſt 
on t' other: — So between the Gown and Sword, I have 
a fine time ont. But, Cedant arma toge. L Going. 

Gip. What, Sirrah, wo'n't you march? 

Scrub. No, my Dear, I wo'n't march but Pl! 
walk: — And [il make bold to liften a little too. 

| Goes behind the Side-Scene, and liſtens. 

Grip. Indeed, Doctor, the Count has been barbarouſſy 
tated, thats the truth ont. 

Folg. Ah, Mrs. Gipſey, upon my Shoul, now Gra, his 
Complainings wowd mollify the Marrow in your Bones, 
and move the Bowels of your Commiſſeration; he veeps, 
and he dances, and he fiſtles, and he ſwears, and he laughs, 
and he ſtamps, and he ſings: In concluſien, Joy, he's af- 
titted, a {a Frangors, and a Stranger wou'd not know 
whider to cry, or to laugh with him. | 

Gip. Waat wou'd you have me do, Doctor? 


9 
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Foig, 


Z muſt I do with my Conſcience, Sir? 
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Foig. Noting, Joy, but only hide the Count in Mrs · 
dallen's Cloſet, when it is dark. ; | 

ip. Nothing! Is that nothing? It wou'd be both a 
Sin and a Shame, Doctor. | 

Foig. Here is twenty Lewidores, Joy, for your Shame, 
and I will give you an Abſolution for the Shin. 

Gip. But won't that Money look like a Bribe ? 

Foig. Dat is according as you ſhall tauk it If you 


receive the Money before-hand *twill be Zogice a Bribe 
but if you ſtay till afterwards, *twill be only a Gratifica- 
tion. | 


Gip. Well, Doctor, I'll take it Logics. 


But what 


Foig. Leave dat wid me, Joy; Jam your Prieſt, Gra, 


and your Conſcience is under my Hands. 
le, Þ 


Gip But ſhow'd I put the Count into the Cloſe 

Foig. Vell, is dere any Shin for a Man's being in a 
Cloſhet? one may go to Prayers in a Cloſhet. 

Gip. But if the Lady ſhou'd come into her Chamber 
and go to Bed? _ | 

 Foig. Vel, and is dere any Shin in going to Bed, Joy? 

Grip. Ay, but if the Parties ſhou'd meet, Doctor? 

Foig. Vell den the Parties muſt be reſponſible, 
Do you be gone, after putting the Count in the Clo- 
ſet, and leave the Shins wid themſelves— will come 
with the Count to inſtru& you in your Chamber. 

Gip. Well, Doctor, your Religion is ſo pure--methinks 
I'm ſo eaſy after an Abſolution, and can fin afreſh with 


ſo much Security, that I'm reſolv*d to die a Martyr to't. 


Here's the Key of the Garden-door; come in the 
back-way, when *tis late PU be ready to receive 
you; but don't ſo much as whiſper, only take hold of 
my Hand: I'll lead you, and do you lead the Count, 
and follow me. | [Eæeunt. 


Enter Scrub. 


Scrub. What Witchcraft now have theſe two Imps of 
the, Devil been a hatching here? There's twenty 
Lewidores; I heard that, and ſaw the Purſe: But 1 
maſt give room to my Betters. : | 


Enter 
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Enter Aimwell, leading Dorinda, and making Love in 
Dumb-Sheaw. Mrs. Sul. and Archer. . 


Mrs. Sal. Pray, Sir, {To Archer.] how d'ye like that 
Piece ? | | | 
Arch. O, tis Leda.——You find, Madam, how Ja- 1 
piter came diſguis'd to make Love | 
Mrs. Sul. But what think you there of Alexander's 
Battels ? | | 
Arch. We want only a Le Brun, Madam, to draw 
reater Battels, and a greater General of our own—— t. 
he Danube, Madam, wou'd make a greater Figure in 
a Picture than the Granicus; and we have our Ramellies ff 
I 


to match their Arbela. 
Mrs. Sul. Pray, Sir, what Head is that in the Cor- 
ner there ? | 
Arch. O, Madam, *tis poor Ovid in his Exile. 
Mrs. Su/. What was he baniſh'd for? Fa 
Arb. His ambitious Love, Madam, [Bowinz.] His F 
Misfortune touches me. 5 * 
Mrs. Szl. Was he ſucceſsful in his Amours? ” 
Arch. There he has left us in the dark — ——He yas 0: 
too much a Gentleman to tell. Bat 2 
Mrs. Sul. If he were ſecret, I pity him. at 
Arch. And if he were ſucceſsful, I envy him. 
Mrs. Sal. How d'ye like that Venus over the Chimney ? 
Arch. Venus! I proteſt, Madam, I took it for your 
Picture; but now I look again, tis not handſome enough. 
Mrs. Sul. Oh, what a Charm is Flattery ! if you wou'd 
fee my Picture, there it is, over that Cabinet —How 
d'ye like it? 
Arch. I muſt admire any thing, Madam, that has the 


leaſt Reſemblance of you ——— But methinks, Madam, a; 
He looks at the Picture and Mrs. Sullen, three or 

four times, by turns. } Pray, Madam, who drew it ? Li 

Mrs. Sal. A famous Hand, Sir. | tw 


[Here Aimwell and Dorinda go off 


"Arch. A famous Hand, Madam! Your Eyes, in- | 
deed, are featur'd there; but where's the ſparkling Moi- — 
ſture, ſhining Fluid, in Which they ſwim? The Picture, 
| = in- 


2 
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indeed, has your Dimples ; but where's the Swarm of 
killing Cupids that ſhould ambuſh there? The Lips too 
are figur'd out; but where's the Carnation Dew, the 
pouting Ripeneſs that tempts the Taſte in the Original? 
Mrs. Sul. Had it been my Lot to have match'd with 
ſuch a Man! „ [ Aſide. 

Arch. Your Breaſts too; preſumptuous Man ! what ! 
rs paint Heaven! A propo, Madam, in the very next Picture 

is Salmoneus, that was ſtruck dead with Lightning, for 
w © offering to imitate Fove's Thunder; I hope you ſerv'd 
— the Painter ſo, Madam. BR 
in! Mrs. Su/. Had my Eyes the Power of Thunder, they 
ies ſhou'd employ their Lightning better. 
Arch. There's the fineſt Bed in that Room, Madam dt 
or- I ſuppoſe 'tis your Ladyſhip's Bed- Chamber? 
| Mrs. Sul. And what then, Sir? oo 
Arch. I think the Quilt is the richeſt that ever I ſaw, 
—— I can't at this diſtance, Madam, diſtinguiſh the 
1is Figures of the Embroidery : Will you give me leave, 
Madam ? a 
” Mrs. Sul. The Devil take his Tmpudence---Sure, if I 
Vas gave him an Opportunity, he durſt not offer it I have 
a great mind to try. ¶ Going. Returns. ] *Sdeath, what 
am I doing ?— And alone too !——Silter, Sitter ! 
Arch. I'll follow her cloſe | 


ey? Ae | 

our For where a Frenchman dur/? attempt to florm, 
gh. 4 Briton, ſure, may bell the Wark perform. Going. 
"u'd a Us 9. © 

536 Enter Scrub. 


Scrub. Martin, Brother Martin. | 
the Arch. O Brother Scrub, I beg your Pardon, I was not 
lam, a going: Here's a Guinea my Maſter order'd you: 
% or Scrub. A Guinea! hi, hi, hi, a Guinea! — by this 
T: Light it is a Guinea; but I ſuppoſe you expect one and 

twenty Shillings in Change. f 

o f. Arch. Not at all; I have another for Gip/ey. 5 | 
In- Sc. A Guinea for her! Fire and Faggot for the Witch? | 
Moi- | —— Sir, give me that Guinea, and Fil diſcover a Plot. | 
ture, Arch. A Plot! | 1 
in- . | | Scrub. ' | 

| | | 

| 
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Scrub. Ay, Sir, a Plot, a horrid Plot—Firſt, it muſt 
be a Plot, becauie there's a Woman yt: Secondly, it 
muſt be a Plot becauſe there's a Prieſt in't: Thirdly, it 
muſt be a Plot, becauſe there's French Gold in't: And 
Fourthly, it mult be a Plot,.becauſe I don't know what 
to make on't. | 
Arth. Nor any body elie, I'm afraid, Brother Scrub. 
Scrub. Truly I'm afraid ſo too; for where there's a 
Prieft and a Woman, tnere's always a Myſtery and a Rid- 
dle.— This I know, that there has been the Doctor 
with a Temptation in one hand, and an Ablolution in the 


other, and Gzp/ey has ſold her felt to the Devil; I ſaw the f 


Price paid down, my Eyes ſhall take their Oath on't. 
Arch. And is all this Buftle about Gif ,t ? 
Scrub. That's not all; I cou'd hear but a Word here 
and there; but I remember they mention'd a Count, a 
Cloſet, a Back-door, anda Key. | 


Arch. The Count Did you hear nothing of Mrs.Sullen? 1 


Scrub. I did hear ſome Word that ſounded that way; 
but whether it was Sullen or Dorinda, I cou'd not di 
ſtinguiſn. | Js | 

Arch. You have told this matter to nobody, Brother? 

Scrub. Told! No, Sir, I thank you for that; I'm re- 
ſolv'd never to ſpeak one Word, pro nor con, till we have 
a Peace. 

Arch. Yowre i'th' right, Brother Scrub; here's a 
Treaty a-foot between the Count and the Lady. 
The Prieſt and the Chamber-Maid are Plenipotentiaries. 
lt ſhall go hard, but I find a way to be included 

inthe Treaty. Where's the Doctor now? 

Scrub. He and Gipſey are this moment deyouring my 
Lady's Marmalade in the Cloſet. _ 

Aim. | From without.) Martin! Martin ! 

Arch. I come, Sir, I come. | 

Scr. But you forget the other Guinea, Brother Martin. 

Arch. Here, I give. it with all my Heart. 

Scrub. And I x? it with all my Soul. ¶ Exeunt /eve- 
rally. ] Tod, III ſpoil your Plotting, Mrs: Gip/ey ; and 
if you ſhou'd {et the Captain upon me, theſe two Gui- 
neas will buy me off, 5 


: E niet 


"tits 


Cart - 
and 
3u1- 


nter 


prove a Woman! Why, Child, you begin to live 
you never ſpoke before. 
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E a Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda, meeting. 


Mrs. Sul. Well, Siſter. 

Dor. And wel, Sitter. 

Mrs. Sul. War s become of my Lord? 

Dor. What's become ot ii Servant? 

Mrs. Sul. Servant! H.“. a Preitier Fellow, and a finer 
Gentleman by fiity dy greets cnan his Matter, 

Dor. O' my Conicicnce, 1 fancy you cou'd beg * 


Fellow at the Gallows-tuot 


Mrs. S O' my Con:cienc? I cou'd, provided I cou d 


put a Friend of yours in his room ? 


Dor. You deſil'd me, Siſter, to leave you, when yr 


; tranſgreſs'd the Bounds of Honour. 


Mrs. Sul. Thou dear cen orious Country-Girl 


What doſt mean? You can't think of the Man * 
out the Bedfellow, I find. 


Dor. I don't find any thing unnatural i in tharThought; 


© while the Mind is converſant with Fleſh and Blood, it 
Z maſt conform to the Humours of the Company. 


Mrs. Sa]. How a little Love and Converiation im- 


Dor. Becauſe I was never ſpoke to before: My Ld 


has told me, that I have more Wit and Beau ty than any 


of my Sex; and truly I begin to think the Man is ſincere. 
Mrs. Sul. You're in the right, Dorinda; Pride is the 


| Life of a Woman, and Flattery is our daily Bread; and 
| he's a Fool that won't believe a Man there, as much as 
| ſhe that believes him in any thing elſe But PI lay you 
a Guinea, that J had finer things (aid to me than you had. 


Dor. Done W nat did your Fellow ſay to ye? 

Mrs. Sal. My Fellow took the Picture of Venus for 
mine. 

Dor. But my Lover took me for Venus her ſelf. 

Mrs. Sal. Common Cant! Had m y Spark call'd me a 


Venus directly, I ſhou'd have belicy' i him a Madman in 
good earneſt. 


Dor. But my Lover was upon his Enees to me. 
Mrs. Sul. And mine was upon his Tiptoes to me. 
Der, 
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Dor. Mine vow'd to die for me. 


Mrs. Sul. Mine ſwore to die with me. 
Dor. Mine ſpoke the ſoſteſt moving things. 


Mrs. Sul. Ay, ay, mine had his moving things too. 


Dor. Mine Eiſs'd my Hand ten thouſand times. 
Mrs. Sa/. Mine has all that Pleaſure to come. 
Dor. Mine offer'd Marriage. | 


Mrs. Sul. O Lard! D'ye call that a moving thing? 


Dor. The ſharpeſt Arrow in his Quiver, my dear Siſter; 
Why, my ten thouſand Pounds may lie brooding 


here this ſeven Years, and hatch nothing at laſt but ſome 
ill-natur'd Clown like yours: Whereas, if I marry 


AinmwelPs Servants there 


Stand by; make room for her Ladyſhip. 


watchful for your Happineſs, whiltt mine has flept re- 
gardleſs of his Charge—Long ſmiling Years of circling 
Joys for you, but not one Hour for me! [Weeps. 
Dor. Come, my Dear, we'll talk of ſomething ele 
Mrs. Sl. O Dorindg, lown my ſelf a Woman Full of 
my Sex, a gentle, generous Soul, —eaſy and yielding 


to ſoft Deſire; a ſpacious Heart, where Love and all 


his Train might lodge : And muſt the fair Apartment of 
my Breaft be made a Stable for a Brute to lie in? 

Dor. Meaning your Huſband, I ſuppoſe? 

Mrs. Sul. Huſband ! No, Even Huſband is too ſoft; 
Name for him —But come, I expe& my Brother here 
to-night or to-morrow ; he was abroad when my Father 
married me; perhaps he'll find a way to make me eaſy. 

Dor. Will you promiſe not to make your ſelf eaſy in 
the mean time with my Lord's Friend ? 

Mrs. Sul. You miſtake me, Sifter—Tt happens with 
us, as among the Men, the greateſt Talkers are the greateſt 
Cowards; and there's a Reaſon for it; thoſe Spirits 
are ſpent in Piattle, which might do more Miſchief if 

| 1-7 f the / 


W 
8 


my Lord Aimauell, there will be Title, Place and Prece-. 
dence, the Park, the Play, and the Drawing-Room, Splen- 
dor, Equipage, Noiſe, and Flambeaux.— Hey, my Lady 
Lights, Lights to the 
Stairs My Lady Aimæbell's Coach; put forward 
| Are not 
theſe things moving? What ! melancholy of a ſudden?! 

Mrs. Sul. Happy, happy Siſter ! your Angel has been! 


too. 


g 


ſter; ; 
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rank 2 yond Diſcretion, you muſt go no farther. 
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they took another Courſe 
Truth, I do love that Fellow; 


{ our ſhare of the Diicourſe, becauſe we can't pay our 


ſpunge upon Morris, and ſup upon a Diſh of Bohea 
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— ho, to confeſ the 
And if I met him 
dreſt as he ſhould be, and I undreſt as I ſhould be— 
Look'e, Siſter, I have no ſupernatural Gifts; I 
can't iwear I cou'd reſiſt the Temptation, tho' I 
can ſafely promiſe to avoid it; and that's as much as 
the beſt of us can do, | [Excunt. 


Enter Aimwell and Archer laughing. 
Arch. And the awkard Kindneſs 
ly old Gentle woman.? | 
Aim. And the coming Eaſineſs of the young one 
'Sdeath, *tis pity to deceive her. | | 
Arch. Nay, if you adhere to thoſe Principles, ſtop 
where you are. | | | 
Aim. I can't ſtop; for I love her to diſtraction. | 
Arch. *Sdeath, if you love her a Hair's-breadth be- 


of the good Mother- 


Aim. Well, well, any thing to deliver us from ſaun- 
tering away our idle Evenings at White's, Tom's, or 
Wils, and be ſtinted to bare looking at our old Ac- 
quaintance, the Cards, becauſe our impotent Pockets 
can't afford us a Guinea for the Mercenary Drabs. 

Arch. Or be obliged to ſome Purſe-proud Coxcomb 
for a ſcandalous Bottle, where we muſt not pretend to 


Club o'th* Reckoning : Damn it, I had rather 


ſcor'd behind the Door. | | 
Aim. And there expoſe our want of Senſe by talking 
Criticiſms, as we ſhou'd our want of Money by railin 
at the Government. - | 
Arch. Or be obliged to ſneak into the Side-box, and 
between both Houſes teal two Acts of a Play; and be- 
cauſe we ha'n't Money to ſee the other three, we come 
away diſcontented, and damn the whole five. 
Aim. And ten thouſand raſcally Tricks had 
we out-ltv'd our Fortunes among our Acquaintance.— 


Arch. 


But NOW momma 
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Arch. Ay, now is the time to prevent all this—StrikÞ 

while the Iron is hot——This Prieſt is the luckieſt par 
of our Adventure; he ſhall marry you, and pimp for me 


Aim. But I ſhould not like a Woman that can be i m 
fond of a Frenchman. | 7 
Arch. Alas, Sir, Neceſſity has no Law; the Lady mai ye 
be in Diſtreſs; perhaps ſhe has a confounded Huſband | 
and her Revenge may carry her farther than her Love- 
Egad, I have ſo good an Opinion of her, and of myſelf,þ* 
that I begin to fancy ſtrange things; and we mult ay he 
this for the Honour of our Women, and indeed of o 
. elves, that they do ſtick to their Men, as they dot ar 
their Magna Charta——[If the Plot lies as I ſuſpect- x 
I muſt put on the Gentleman But here comes the 
Doctor: I ſhall be ready. | bo 
Enter Foigard. 7 5 
- ; | 
Foig. Saave you, noble Friend. 3 or 
Aim. O Sir, your Servant: Pray, Doctor, may | 
crave your Name? 88 , ly 
Foig. Fat Naam is upon me? My Naam is Foigard, Joy 
Aim. Foigard! A very good Name for a Clergyman: 
| oh Doctor Foigard, were you ever in Ireland? ta 
aig. Ireland! No, Joy Fat fort of Plaace is dat 
ſaam Ireland? dey ſay de People are catch'd dere whe w 
. dey are young. | F 
Aim. And ſome of em here when they're old; ſt 


for Example——[Takes Foigard by the ſhoulder.) Sir, | 
arreſt you as a T raytor againſt the Government; you're 8. 
a Subject of England, and this Morning ſhew'd me 2 
Commiſſion by which you ſerv'd as Chaplain in the 
French Army: This is Death by our Law, and you 
Reverence muſt hang for't. | | C 

Foig. Upon my ſoul, noble Friend, dis is ſtrange nt 
News you tell me, Fader Foigard a Subject of England: 
de Son of a Burgomaſter of Bruſſels a Subject of England A 
Ubooboo — | . 

Aim. The Son of a Bog-trotter in Ireland; Sir, 
your Tongue will condemn you before any Bench in m 
the Kingdom, . Fig 


4 
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Foig. And is my Tongue all your Evidenſh, Joy? 

Aim. That's enough. | 

Foig. No, no, Joy, for I will never ſpeak Exgliſb no 
more. = 
Aim. Sir, IT have other Evidence——Here, Martin, 
you know-this Fellow. 


pan 
Ir me 7 : 


. "I 
be {ol 
15) 


maß 
70 5 is Enter Archer. 
y ſelß Arch. ¶ In a Brogue] Saave you, my dear Cuſſen, 
it iazÞ8 how does your Health! 
fo Foig. Ah! Upo my ſh dere is my Countryman, 
do u and his Brogue will hang mine. [4/ide. ]Mynhere, 155. Wet 
ect zeat watt hey zacht, Tck Univerſfton eve neat, ſacramant. 
Ss the Aim. Altering your Language won't do, Sir, this Fel- 
low knows your Perſon, and will ſwear to your Face. 
* Fig. Faaſh!Fey,is dere a Brogue upon my Faaſn too? 
Arch. Upon my Soulyation dere iſh Joy But, 
Cuſſen Mack/aane, vil you not put a Remembrance up- 
on me.. 
ay | Foig. Mackſhane! By St. Patrick, dat iſh my Naame 
ſhure enough. 
Joy. Aim. I fancy Archer, you have it. 3 
man Foig. The Devil hang you, Joy — By fat Acquain- 
tance are you my Cuſſen , 
is dat Arch. O, de Devil hang your ſhelf, Joy; you know 
when we were little Boys togeder upon de School, and your 
Foſter-Moder's Son was married upon my Nurſe's Chi- 
-I ſter, Joy, and ſo we are Iriꝶ Cuſſens. 
ir, I Foig. De Devil taake de Relation! Vel, Joy, and fat 
ou WW School was it? | 
me f Arch. I think it was——Aay——twas Tipperary. 
the; Foig. Now, upon my Shoul, Joy, it was Kilkenny. 
you Aim. That's enough for us Self- confeſſion 
Come, Sir, we mutt deliver you into the Hands of the 
range next Magiſtrate. 955 
land: Arch. He ſends you to Goal, you're tried next 
land Aſſizes, and away you go ſwing into Purgatory. 
Foig. And is it ſo wid you, Cuſſen? 
| Arch. It vil be ſo wid you, Cuſſen, if you don't im- 
ch u mediately confeſs the Secret between you and Mrs. 
Fog. | | Cigſey 


— 
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Gipſey————Lookee, Sir, the Gallows or the Secret, 

- take your Choice. Z 
Foig. The Gallows ! upon my Shoul I hate that ſhame? 
Gallows, for ic is a Diſeaſh dat is fatal to our Family- 
Vel, den, there is nothing, Shentlemens, but Mrs 
Sullen would ſpeak wid the Count in her Chamber at 
Midnight; and dere is no harm, Joy, tor I am to con 
duct the Count to the Plaſh my felt. | f 


Arch. As I gueſs'd Have you communicatedÞps 
the Matter to the Count? | | ww 
Foig. J have not ſheen him ſince. 7 F 5 
Arch. Right agen; why then Doctor, v0 ß } 
ſhall conduct me to the Lady inſtead of the Count. 
Foig. Fat, my Cuſſen to the Lady! Upon my Shou, 
gra, dat is too much upon the Brogue. N 13 
Arch. Come, come, Doctor; conſider we have got r 
Rope about your Neck, and if you offer to ſqueak, we'll © 
ſtop your Wind-pipe, molt certainly; we ſhall have an- 1 
other Job for you in a Day or two, I hope. 1 2 
Aim. Here's Company coming this way, let's into 4 
; my Chamber, and there concert our Affairs farther. | 4 
5 Arch. Come, my dear Cuſſen, come along. { Exeunt, 15 5 
Foig. Arra the Devil taake our Relaſhion. | 1 
Enter Boniface, Hounſlow, and Bagſhot at one Door, you 
Gibbet at the oppoſite. | 0 
Gib. Well, Gentlemen, tis a fine Night for Enter - _ 
prize. | 5 hor 
Hounſ. Dark as Hell. 1 


Bag. And blows like the Devil; our Landlord here C, 
has ſhew'd us the Window where we muſt break in, and? 
tells us the Plate ſtands in the Wainſcoat Cupboard in 7 ,. 
the Parlour. 

Bon. Ay, ay, Mr. Baghhot, as the Saying is, Khives "a 
and Forks, Cups and Cans, Tumblers and Tankards- on 
There's one Tankard, as the Saying is, that's near upon 
as big as me; it was a Preſent to the Squire from hi: 
Godmother, and {mells of Nutmeg and Toaſt like an 
Eaſi-India Ship. | 

Hounſ. Then you ſay we muſt divide at the Stair-head. 


Bon, 


— 


* 
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BBon. Ves, Mr. Hounſlow, as the Saying is—At one 
end of the Gallery lies my Lady Bountiful and her 
19 Daughter; and at the other, Mrs. Sul/ex=—As for the 


2 Squire — _ i | | | 
1670. Hes ſaſe enough, I have fairly enter'd him, and 
al he's more than half Seas over already But ſuch a 
on Parcel of Scoundrels are about him now, that, I'gad, 


l was aſham'd to be teen in their Company. 
Bon. Tis now Twelve, as the Say ing 15 
men, you muſt ſet out at One. 
* Gib. Hounſlow, do you and Bagſcot ce our Arms 
fd, and Il come to you preſently. 
= Heounſ. and Bag. We will. [ Exeunt. 
ib. Well, my dear Bonny, you aſſure me that Scrub 
is a Coward. | 
Bon. A Chicken, as the Saying is You'll have no 
Creature to deal with but the Ladies. 
Fi. And I can aſſure you, Friend, there's a great 
deal of Addrefs and good Manners in robbing a Lady; 
] am the moſt a Gentleman that way that ever travell'd 
the Road — But, my dear Bonny, this Prize will be 
a Galleon, a Vigo Bulineis——T warrant you, we ſhall 
bring off three or four thouiand Pound. : | 
| Bon. In Plate, Jewels, and Money, as the Saying is, 
Door you may. 
Gib. Why then, Tyburn, I defy thee; I'll get up to 
Town, fell off my Horſe and Arms, buy my elf ſome 
pretty Employment in the Law, and be as inug and as 
honeſt as cer a long Gown of 'em all. . 
Pon. And what think you then of my Daughter 
here Cherry for a Wife? x 
„ and Cb. Look'e, my dear Bonn — Cherry is the Goddeſs 
rd in 7 adhre, as the Song goes; but it is a Maxim, that Man 
1 and Wife ſhould never have it in their power to hang 
MVR one another; for if they ſhould; the Lord have mercy 


Gentle- 


into 


eunt, 


nter- 


rds— on 'em both. [ Exeunt, 
45 | | Y 

mM N12 | 

_ The END of the Four Tu ACT, 
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Scxne continues. Rocking without, 


Enter Boniface. 


Pon. Oming, coming Coach and fix foaming 

Horſes at this time o Night! Some great 
Man, as the Saying is, for he ſcorns to travel with 
other FT: 


Enter Sir Charles Freeman. 


Sir Ch. What, Fellow! A publick Houſe, and a-bet 
when other People ſleep? 

Bon. Sir, Ta'n't a-bed, as the Saying i is. 
Sir C5. I fee that, as the Say ing is! Is Mr. Suller's 

Family a-bed, think'e? 

Bon. All but the *Squire himſelf, Sir, as the- Saying 
is, he's in the Houſe. 

Sir Ch. What Company has he? | 

Bon. Why, Sir, there's the Conſtable, Mr. Gage the 
Exciſeman, the hunch-back'd Barber, and two or three 
other Gentlemen. 

Sir Ch. I find my Siſter's Letters gave me ny true 
Picture of her Spouſe. 


Enter Sullen drunk. 
Bon. Sir, here's the Squire. 


Sul. The Puppies left me aſleep Sir. 
Sir Ch. Well, Sir. | 
Sul. Sir, I am an unfortunate "IR J have three 


thouſand Pound a Vear, and I can't get a . to drink 
a Cup of Ale with me. 5 
Sir Ch. That's very hard. 
Sul. Ay, Sir, And unleſs you have pity on me, 


and ſmoke one Pipe with me, I muſt &en go home 
(0 
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to my Wife, and I had rather go to the Devil by half, 
Sir Ch. But I preſume, Sir, you wo'w't lee your 


Wife to-night, ſhe'll be gone to Bed — you don't uſe 


to lie with your Wife in that Pickle * 
dul. What! not lie with my Wite! Why, Sir, do vou 


Þ take me for an Atheift, or a Rake? 


Sir Ch. If you hate her, Sir, I think you had better 
lie from her. | | 

Sul. I think fo too, Friend——But I am a Juſtice 
of Peace, and muſt do nothing againſt the Law. 

Sir CH. Law! As I take it, Mr. Juſtice, no body ob- 
frves Law for Law's Take, only for the good of thoſe 
for whom it was made. | 

Sul. But if the Law orders me to ſend you to Goal, 
you muſt lie there, my Friend. t 

Sir Ch. Not unleis I commit a Crime to deſerve it. 

dul. A Crime! Oons, a'n't I married? | 

Sir Ch. Nay, Sir, if you call Marriage a Crime, you 
muſt diſown it for a Law. | 

Sul. Eh! I muſt be acquainted with you, Sir: 

But, Sir, I ſhow'd be very glad to know the 
Truth of this Matter. | | | 
Sir Ch. Truth, Sir, is a profound Sea, and few there 


be that dare wade deep enough to find out the bottom 


ont. Beſides, Sir, I'm afraid the Line of your Under- 
ſtanding may'n't be long enough. 

Sul. Look'e, Sir, I have nothing to ſay to your Sea 
of Truth, but if a good Parcel of Land can entitle a 
= to a little Truth, 1 have as much as any He in the 

ounty. 

Hh I never heard your Worſhip, as the Saying is, 
talk ſo much before. 

7 Becauſe I never met with a Man that I lik d 
ore. 

Bon. Pray, Sir, as the Saying is, let me aſk you one 
Queſtion : Are not Man and Wite one Fleſh? 

Sir Ch. You and your Wife, Mr. Guts, may be one 
Fleſh, becauſe you are nothing elſe But rational 
Creatures have Minds that muit be united. 

Sul. Minds! | | 


Sir 


| frighted? 


Minute a Gang of Rogues are gone to rob my Ladj 
| | Ain. 
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Sir Ch. Ay, Minds, Sir; don't you think that the 
Mind takes place of the Body! 

Sul. In iome People | 

Sir Ch. Then the Intereſt of the Maſter muſt be con. 
ſulted before that of his Servant. 

Sul. Sir, you ſhall dine with me to-morrow=———_ 
Oons, I always thought that we were naturally one. 


Sir Chy I know that my two Hands are naturally 


one, becauſe they love one another, kiſs one another, 
help one another in all the Actions of Life; but I could 
not {ay ſo much, if they were always at Cuffs. 

Sul. Then 'tis plain that we are two. 

Sir Ch. Why don't you part with her, Sir? 

Sul. Will you take her, Sir? 

Sir Ch. With ail my heart. 

Sul. You ſhall have her to-morrow Morning, and a 
Veniſon-Paſty into the Bargain. | 

Sir Ch. You'll let me have her Fortune too? 

Sul. Fortune! why, Sir, I have no Quarrel to her 
Fortune I only hate the Woman, Sir; and none 
but the Woman ſhall go. 5 

Sir Ch. But her Fortune, Si; 

Sul. Can you play at. Whiſk, Sir ?. 

Sir Ch. No, truly, Sir. 

Su. Nor at All-fours ? 

Sir Ch. Neither. | | 8 

Sul. Oons! where was this Man bred ? [Ade] Bun 
me, Sir, I can't go home, tis but T'wo a- clock. 

Sir Ch. For halt an Hour, Sir, if you Plcaſcmm—— 
But you muſt conſider 'tis late. 

Sul. Late! that's the Reaion I can't go to Bed 
Come, Sir— 


Enter Cherry, runs acroſs the Stage, and knocks at Aim: 
well's Chamber-door. Enter Aimwell in his Night 


cap and Gown. 
Aim. What's the matter? You tremble, Child, you're 


Cher. No wonder, Sir But in ſhort, Sir, this ven 


Bauntiful's Houle, © 


o her 
none 
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Aim. How! 


Cher. I dogg'd 'em to the very Door, and leſt em 


breaking in. 


Aim. Have you alarm'd any body elſe with the 


News ? 
Cher. No, no, Sir; I wanted to have diſcover'd the 


whole Plot, and twenty other things, to your Man Mar- . 


tin; but I have ſearch'd the whole Houſe, and can't 
find him: where is he? | 


Aim. No matter, Child; will you guide me imme- 


diately to the Houſe ? 


' Cher. With all my heart, Sir; my Lady Bountiful is 


my Godmother, and I love Mrs. Dorinda fo well 

Aim. Dorinda! The Name inſpires me, the Glory 
and the Danger ſhall be all my own-— Come, my Life, 
let me but get my Sword. [Excunt. 


SCENE changes to a Bed-chamber in Lady Bountiful's 

| | HFaouſe. | 5 

Enter Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda, undre/#d; a Table 
and Lights. | 


Dor. *Tis very late, Siſter ; no News of your Spouſe 
yet ? | TS 
Mrs. Sal. No; I'm condemn'd to be alone till to- 


wards Four, and then, perhaps, I may be executed 


with his Company. 

Dor. Well, my Dear, I'll leave you to your Reſt; 
you'll go directly to Bed, I ſuppoſe. - 
Mrs. Sul. I don't know what to do:—Hey-ho! 
Dor. That's a deſiring Sigh, Siſter. | | 
Mrs. Sul. This is a Janguiſhing Hour, Siſter. 
Dor. And might prove a critical Minute, if the pretty 
Fellow were here. 

Mrs. Sul. Here! what in my Bed- chamber, at two 
a- clock i'th' Morning, I undreis'd, the Family aſleep, 


my hated Husband abrgad, and my lovely Fellow at 


my Feet O gad, Siſter. | 
Dor. 'Thoaghts are free, Siſter, and them I allow 
Jou 80, my Dear, good night. [Extt. 
SE | D Mrs, 
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Mrs. Sal. A good Reſt to my dear Dorinda. 


Thoughts free! are they fo? Why then ſuppoſe hin 


here, dreſs'd like a youtnful, gay, and burning Bride. 
groom ; [ Here Archer ffeals out of the Claſet.] wit 
Tongue enchanting, Eyes bewitching, Knees imp 
ring. [Turns a little on one fide, and fees Archer in th 
Poſture jhe deſcribes.) Ah! [Shrieks, and runs to the oth 
fide of the Stage] Have my Thoughts rais'd a Spirit 
What are you, Sir, a Man or a Devil? 

Arch. A Man, a Man, Madam, [Kia 

Mrs. SV. How ſhall I be ſure of it? 

Arch. Madam, I'll give you Demonſtration this M 
nute. : [Takes her Han 

Mrs. Sal. What, Sir! do you intend to be rude?” 

Arch. Yes, Madam, if you pleaſe. 

Mrs. Sul. In the Name of Wonder, whence came ye 

Arch. From the Skies, Madam Pm a Japiter i 
Love, and you ſhall be my Alemena. 

Mrs. S/. How came you in? 

Arch. I flew in at the Window, Madam; your Ca 
fin Cupid lent me his Wings, and your Siſter Yn 
open'd the Caſcment. EN | 

irs. Sa. Pm ſtruck dumb with Admiration. 

Arch. And I with Wonder. ¶ Looks paſſionately at hn 

Mrs. Sal. What will become of me? 

Arch. How beautiful ſhe locks ! The teemun 
Jolly Spring imiles in her blooming Face, and whenfi 
was conceiv'd, her Mother {melt to Rotes, look'd a 
Lillies 
Li ties us fold their White, their fragrant Charms, 
When the <varm Sun thus darts into their Arms. 

[Runs to ht 


Mrs. Sul. Ah! Dries. J 

Asch. Oons, Madam, what do you mean? You 
raiſe the Houte. | 

Mrs. $z1. Sir, PH wake the Dead before I'll bear tli 
— Wat! Approach me with the Fre:doms of. 
Keepir! I'm glad on't, your Impudence bas curd m 
Arch. It tui be Impudence, [Knee [x] I lcave to you 
Partial il; no panting Pilgrim, after a tedicus, Pal 
: I! 
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ful Voyage, e' er bow'd before his Saint with more De- 


potion. 


Mrs. Sul. Now, now, I'm ruin'd if he kneels. [ 4/de.) 
Riſe thou proftrate Engineer ; not all thy undermining 
Skill ſhail reach my Heart Rite, and know am a 
Woman without my Sex; I can love to all the Tender- 
neſs of Wiſhes, Sighs, and Tears—=But go no farther. 
till to convince you that I'm more than Woman, 
] can m_— my Frailty, confeſs my Weakneſs even for 

ou——bat 
| Arch. For me! [ Going to lay hold on her. 

Mrs. Su]. Hold, Sir, build not upon that for my 
moſt mortal Hatred follows, if you diſobey what 1 
command you now leave me this Minute — If he 
denies, I'm loſt, | [ 4/ide. 

Arch. Then you'll promiſe 

Mrs. Sul. Any thing another time. 

Arch. When ſhall I come? 

Mrs. Sal. To-morrow, when you will. 

Arch. Your Lips muſt ſeal the Promiſe. 

Mrs. Sul. Pſhaw ! | 

Arch. They muſt, they muſt, [KiJes her.] Raptures 
and Paradiſe! And why not now, my Ange}? The 
Time, the Place, Silence and Secreſy, all conſpire — 
And the now conſcious Stars have pre-ordain'd this 
Moment for my Happineſs. { Takes her in his Arms. 

Mrs. Sul. You will not, cannot, ſure. 1 

Arch. If the Sun rides faſt, and diſappoints not Mor- 
tals of to-morrow's Dawn, this Night ſhall crown my 


Mrs. Sul. My Sex's Pride aſſiſt me. 
Arch. My Sex's Strength help me. 
Mrs. Sul. You ſhall kill me firſt. 

Arch. I'll die with you. [Carrying her off. 
Mrs. Sul. Thieves, Thieves, Murder 


E N Scrub, in his Breeches and one Shoe. 


Scrub. Thieves, Thieves, Murder, Popery ! 
Arch. Ha! the very timorous Stag will kill in Rut- 
ting-time. [ Draws, and offers to ſtab Scrub. 
l Scrub. 


74 TheBeavux STRATAGEM. 


Scrub. [ Kneeling.) O pray, Sir, ſpare all I have, and 
take my Life. | 

Mrs. Sul. [ Holding Archer's Hand.] What does the 
Fellow mean ? | 

Scrub, O Madam, down upon your Knees, your 
Marrow-bones———he's one of them. 

Arch. Of whom? ES 

Scrub. One of the Rogues - I beg your Pardon, 
one of the honeſt Gentlemen that juſt now are broke in- 
to the Houſe. | | 

Arch. How ! | 

Mrs. Sal. I hope you did not come to rob me? 

Arch. Indeed I did, Madam, but I wou'd have taken 
nothing but what you might very well ha' ipar'd ; but 
your crying Thieves has wak'd this dreaming Fool, 
and ſo he takes em for granted. 

Scrub. Granted ! tis granted, Sir; take all we have. 

Mrs. Sud. The Fellow looks as if he were broke out 
of Bedlam. fs | 

Scrub. Qons, Madam, they are broke into the Houſe 
With Fire and Sword; I ſaw them, heard them, they'll 
be here this Minute. 

Arch. What, Thieves! 

Scrub. Under favour, Sir, I think fo. 

Mrs. Sul. What ſhall we do, Sir: 

Arch. Madam, I wiſh your Ladyſhip a good Night. 

Mrs. Sul. Will you leave me? 

Arch. Leave you! Lord, Madam, did not you com- 
mand me to be gone juſt now, upon pain of your im. 
mortal Hatred. | | 

Mrs. Sul. Nay, but pray, Si. N 

| ' [Takes Hold of hin, 
Arch. Ha, ha, ha, now comes my turn to be 1 
viſt'd You ice now, Madam, you muſt uſe Men one 
way or other; but take this by the way, good Madam, 
that none but a Fool will give you the Benefit of by 


Courage, unleſs you'll take his Love along with it 


How are they arm'd, Friend? 
Scrub, With Sword and Piſtol, Sir. 
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Arch. Huſh ! — I fee a dark Lanthoin coming thro' 
the Gallery — Madam, be aſſured I will protect you, 
or loſe my Lite. | | | 

Mrs. Sul. Your Life! no Sir, they can rob me of no- 


thing that I value half o much; therefore now, Sir, let 


me intreat you'to be gone. | | 
Arch. No, Madam, Pli conſult my own Safety, for 


the ſake of yours; Pil work by Stratagem : Have you 


Courage enough to ſtand the Appearance of em? 

Mrs. Sul. Ves, yes, fince I have *icaped your Hande, 

I can face any thing. | | | 
Arch. Come hither, Brother Scrub; don't you know 
me ? | | | 
Scrub. Eh! my dear Brother, let me kiſs the. 
[K:jes Archer, 
Arch. This way - Here 
[ Archer and Scrub hide behind the Bed. 


Enter Gibbet with a dark Lanthorn ia one Hand, and 
a Piſtol in other. | 


Cib. Ay, ay, this is the Chamber, and the Lady alone. 

Mrs. SI. Who are you, Sir? What wou'd you have? 
D'ye come to rob me? | 
Gib. Rob you! Alack-a-day, Madam, I'm only a 
younger Brother, Madam; and ſo, Madam, if you 
make a Noiſe, Pl ſhoot you through the Head: But 
don't be afraid, Madam, ¶ Laying his Lanthorn and Piſtol 
upon the Table.) Theſe Rings, Mauam; don't be con- 
cern' d, Madam; I have a profound Reſpect for you, 
Madam ; your Keys, Madam ; don't be frighted, Ma- 
dam; I'm the moſt of a Gentleman: [Searching her 
Peckets.} This Necklace, Madam; I never was rude to 
I have a Veneration — for this Neck- 
lace Here Archer having come round, and ſeig d the 
Piftol, takes Gibbet bv the Collar, trips up his Heels, 
and claps the Piſtol to his Breaſt. 35 

Arch. Hold, profane Villain, and take the Reward 
of thy Sacrilege. | 
Gib. On! pray, Sir, don't kill me; I an't prepar'd. 
Arch. How many is there of em, Scrub? 
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Scrub. Five and Forty, Sir. 

Arch. Then 1 maſt Kill the Villain, to haye him out 
of the way. 
Gib. Hold ! hold! sir; we are but three, upon my 
Honour. 

Arch. Scrub, will you labs to ſecure him ? 

Scrub. Not I, Sir, kill him, kill him. 

Arch. Run to Gip/ey's Chamber, there you'll find the 
Doctor; bring him hither preiently. 

[Exit Scrub running, 


Come, Rogue, if you have a ſhort Prayer, {ay it. 


Gi. Sir, I have no Prayer at all; the Government 
has provided a 9 to ſay Prayers for us on theſe 
Occaſions. 

Mrs. Sul. Pray, Sir, don't kill him 


You fright 


me as much as him. 


Arch. The Dog ſhall die, Madam, for being the oc- 
caſion of my Dilappointment 


25 your laſt. 


Gib. Sir, III give you two hundred Pounds to Fare 


my Life. 


Arch. Have you no more, Raſcal? 
Gib. Ves, Sir, I can command four hundred; but! 
mult reſerve two of em to ſave my Life at the Seſſions, 


| Enter Scrub aud Foigard. 

Arch. Here, Doctor; I ſuppoſe Scrub and you, be- 
tween you, may manage him Lay hold of him, 
Doctor. [Foigard /ays hold of Gibbet. 
Gib. What! turn'd over to the Prieſt already; 
Look'e, Doctor, you cone before your time; 1 a'n't 


condemn'd yet, I thank ye. 


Foig. Come, my dear Joy, I vil ſecure your Body 


and your Shoul too: I vil make you a good Catholick, 


and give you an Abſolution. 
Gib. Ablotution | can you procure me ra Pardon, 
Doctor? 
Faig. No, Joy — 
Gib. Then 1 and your Anden may go to the 


Arch, 


Sirrah, this Moment 


im thro' the Head 


j 
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Arch. Convey him into the Cellar, there bind him: 


Take the Pijtol, and if e offers to reſiſt, ſhoot 
and come back to us with all 


the Specd you can. 

$rub. Ay, ay come, 
and I'll guard him. 

Mrs. Sul. But how came the Doctor? 

Arch. In ſhort, Madam [Shrieking without] 
Sdeath! the Rogues are at work with the other La- 
lies I'm vex'd I parted with the Piſtol; but I muſt 


Doctor, do you hold him faſt, 


fy to their Affiſtancg — Will you ſtay here, Madam, 
o venture your elf with me? 8 
Mrs. S2“. Oh, with you, dear Sir, with you. 

[Takes him by the Arm, and Exeunt. 
SCENE changes to another Apartment in the ſame 


Houje. bY 


Enter Hounſlow dragging the Lady Bountiful, and 
— hawling in Dorinda; the Rogues with Swords 
GaN, | | | 


Hounf. Come, come, your Jewels, Miſtreſs. 
Bagjh. Your Keys, your Keys, old Gentlewoman. 


Enter Aimwell and Cherry. 
Aim. Turn this way, Villains; I durſt engage an 
Army in ſuch a Caule. [He engages em both. 
Dor. O, Madam! had I but a Sword to help the 
brave Man! > 
L. Pount. There's three or four hanging up in the, 
Hall; but they won't draw. I'Il go fetch one, how- 
ever. [ Ext. 
Euter Archer and Mrs. Sullen. | 


Arch. Hold, hold, my Lord; every Man his Bird» 

pray. [They engage Man to Man; the Rogues are 
thrown down, and diſarmed. os _ 

Cher. What! the Rogres taken! then they'll im- 


peach my Father! I mutt give him timely Notice. 


[ Runs out. 


eb Shall we kill the Rogues? 
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Aim. No, no; we'll bind them. | h 

Arch. Ay, ay; here, Madam, lend me your Garter, 

| [To Mrs. Sullen, who ſtands by hin, 
Mrs. Sul. The Devil's in this Fellow; he fights, loves 
and banters, all in a Breath: Here's a Cord that the 

Rogues brought with 'em, I juppote, - 

Arch. Right, right; the Rogue's Deſtiny, a Rope to 
hang himlelf Come, my Lord, this is but 3 
{candalous ſort of an Office; | Binding the Rogues toge- 
ther. ] if our Adventures ſhou'd end in this fort of Hang. 
man-work ; but I hope there is ſomething in proſped 
that—[Ezter Scrub.] Well, Scrub, have you ſecur'd 
your Tartar ? | 

Scrub. Ves, Sir; I left the Prięſt and him diſputing 

about Religion. | | | 

Aim. And pray carry theſe Gentlemen to reap the 
Benefit of the Controverly. [Delivers the Priſoners to 

| Scrub, who leads em out, 

Mrs. Sal. Pray, Siſter, how came my Lord here? 

Dor. And pray, how came the Gentleman here ? 

Mrs. Sul. I'Il tell you the greateſt Piece of Villany— 

| [They talk in dumb Shew, 

Aim. I fancy, Archer, you have been more ſucceſs- 
ful in your Adventures than the Houle-breakers. 

Arch. No matter for my Adventure, yours is the 
principal. Preſs her this minute to marry you, 
now, while ſhe's hurried between the Palpitation | 
of her Fear and the Joy of her Deliverance; now, while 
the Tide of her Spirits are at High- flood; —throw 
your ſelf at her Feet, ſpeak ſome Romantick Nonſenſe 
or other ;—addreſs her, like Alexander in the Height 
of his Victory; confound her Senſes, bear down her 
Reaſcn, and away with her: T he Prieſt is now in 
tlie Cellar, and dare not refuſe to do the Work. 


Enter Lady Bountiful. 


Aim. Bat how ſhall I get off without being obſerv'd? 
Arch. You a Lover! and not find a way to get off: 
Let me ſee. — | 
Aim. You blecd, Archer. | 
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Arch. Sdeath, I'm glad on't; this Wound will do 
the Buſineſs —]'ll amuſe the old Lady and Mrs. Sal- 
n about dreſſing my Wound, while you carry off Do- 
rinda. | | 

L. Boun. Gentlemen, cou'd we underſtand how you 
you'd be gratified for the Services 

Arch. Come, come, my Lady, this is no time for 
Compliments ; Pm wounded, Madam. 

L. Boun. and Mrs. Sul. How! wounded ! 

Dor. J hope, Sir, you have receiv'd no hurt? 

Aim. None but what you may cure. 


[ Makes Lowe in dumb Shea. 
L. Boun. Let me fee your Arm, Sir——lI muſt have 
bme Powder-ſugar to ſtop the Blood O me! An 


wly Gaſh ; upon my word, Sir, you mult go into Bed. 

Arch. Ay, my Lady, a Bed wou'd do very well 
Madam, [To Mrs. Sullen] will you do me the Favour 
to conduct me to a Chamber: | 

L. Boun. Do, do, Daughter, while I get the 
lint, and the Probe, and the Plaiſter n2ady. 

[ Runs out one way, Aimwell carries off Dorinda 
another. 

Arch. Come, Madam, why don't you obey your 
Mother's Commands. | 
Mrs. Sal. How can you, after what is paſt, have the 
Confidence to aſk me ? | 

Arch. And if you go to that, how can you, after 
what is paſt, have the Confidence to deny me:! 
Was not this Blood ſhed in your Defence, and my Life 
epos'd for your Protection? —LooKe Madam, I'm 
wne of your Romantick Fools, that fight Giants and 
Monſters for nothing; my Valgur is downright. Sie; 
lam a Soldier of Fortune, and mutt be paid. 

Mrs. Sul. *Tis ungenerous in you, Sir, to upbraid 
ne with your Services. | 
Ach. Tis ungenerous in you, Madam, not to reward 
em. 

Mrs. Sul. How! At the Expence of my Honour? 
Arch. Honour! Cm Honour confiſt with Ingrati- 
de? If you wou'd deal like a Woman of * = 
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like a Man of Honour: D'ye think 1 would deny you 
In ſuch a Caſe? 


Enter a Servant. 


Ser. Madam, my Lady order'd me. to tell you that 
your Brother 1s below at the Gate. 

Mrs Sul. My Brother! Heavens be prais 'd——Sir, 
he ſhall thank you for your Services; he has it in 
his power. 

Arch. Who is your Brother, Madam? 

Mrs. Sul. Sir Charles Freeman Yowll excuſe 
me, Sir; 1 muſtgo and receive him. 

Arch. Sir Charles Freeman ! Sdeath and Hell 
My old Acquaintance. Now, unleſs Aitnabell has made 
good uſe of his Time, all our fair Machine goes ſouze 
into the Sea, like the Ediſtone. | Exit. 


SCENE changes to the Gallery in the ſame Houſe. 


| Enter Aimwell and Dorinda. 

Der. Well, well, my Lord, you have conquer'd; 
your. late generous Action will, 1 hope, plead tor my 
eaſy yielding; tho' 1 muſt own, your Lordihp had a 
Friend in the Fort before. 

Aim. The Sweets of Hybla dwell upon her Tongue 
Here, Doccor- 


Enter Foigard, with a Book. 
Feoig. Are you prepar'd boat? 
Dor. Pm ready: But firſt, my Lord, one Word 
F have a frighttul example of a haſty Marriage i in my 
own Family; when I reflect upon ty it ſhocks me, 
Pray, my Lord, conſider a little 
5 Aim. Confder! Do you doubt my Mars or my 
cve? 
Dar. Neither; I do believe you equally juſt as brave 
And were your whole Sex drawn out for me to 
chuſe, I wou'd not caſt a lock upon the Multitude it 
you were abient But, my Tord, I'm a Woman; 
Colours, Concealments, may hide a thouſand I Faults in 
| me 


01 
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me — Therefore know me better firſt; I hardly dare 
afirm I know myſelf in any thing except my Love. 

Aim. Such Goodneſs who could injure! I find my 
ſelf unequal to the Taſk of Villain; ſhe has gain'd my 
Soul, and made it honeſt Hke her own-—lI cannot hurt 
her. Gen.! Doctor, retire. [ Exit Foigard.] Madam, 
behold your Lover and your Proſelyte, and judge of my 
Paſſion by my Converſion — I'm all a Lye, nor dare 
I give a Fiction to your Arms: I'm all a Counterfeit, 
except my Paſhon. 

Dor. Forbid it, Heaven ! a Counterfeit! 
Aim. IL am no Lord, but a poor needy Man, come 
with a mean, a ſcandalous Deſign to prey upon your 
Fortune — But the Beauties of your Mind and Perſon 
have ſo won me from my elf, that, like a truſty Ser- 
vant, I prefer the Intereſt of my Miſtreſs tg my own. 

Dor. Sure I have had the Dream of {ſome poor Ma- 
riner, a ſleeping Image of a welcome Port, and wake 
involv'd in Storms——Pray, Sir, who are you? 

Aim. Brother to the Man whoſe Title I uſurp'd, but 
Stranger to his Honour or his Fortune. 


Dor. Matchleis Honeſty !——Once I was proud, Sit, 


of your Wealth and Title, but now am prouder that 
you want it: Now I can ſhew, my Love was juſtly le- 
vell'd, and had no Aim but Love. Doctor, come in. 


Enter Foigard at one Door, Gipſey at another, who 
avhiſpers Dorinda. = 


* Your Pardon, Sir, we ſha'n't want you now. Sir, you 


muſt excuſe me — I'll wait on you preſently. : 
; [Exit with Gipſey. 


 Foig, Upon my Shoul, now, dis is fooliſh. [Exit 


Aim. Gone! And bid the Prieſt depart— It has an 
ominous Look. | e 
Enter Archer. | 
Arch. Courage, Tom Shall I wiſh you Joy 
Aim. No. 


Arch. Oons! Man, what ha' you been doing 


7 


Aim. O Archer, my Honeſty, I fear, has ruin 
Arch. How! 2 LD 
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Aim. I have diſcover'd my ſelf. 

Arch. Diſcover'd! And without my Conſent ? What! 
Have I embark'd my {mail Remains in the ſame Bot. 
tom with yours, and you diſpoſe of all without my 
Partnerſhip. 

Aim. O Archer, T own my Fault. 


Arch. After Conviction——"T'is then too late for Par. | 


don———You may remember, Mr. Aimwell, that you 

propos'd this Folly—As you begun, ſo end it—Hence- 

forth I'll hunt my Fortune ſingle.— 80 farewell. 
Aim. Stay, my dear Archer, but a minute. 


Arch. Stay! What, to be deſpis'd, expos'd, and laugh'd 


at! No: I wou'd ſooner change Conditions with 
the worſt of the Rogues we juſt now bound, than bear 
one ſcornful Smile from the proud Knight, that once! 
treated as my Equal. 
Aim. What Knight? 
Arch. Sir Charles Freeman, Brother to the Lady that 
J had almoſt But no matter for that, *tis a curſed 
Night's Work ; and fo I leave you to make the beſt on't, 
Aim. Freeman |! One Word, Archer. Still I 


have Hopes; methought ſhe receiv d my Confeſlion 


with Pleaſure. 

Arch. *Sdeath, who doubts it? 

Aim. She conſented after to the Match; and full I 
dare believe ſhe will be jul. | "4 

Arch. To her ſelf, I warrant her, as you ſhow 
have been. 

Aim. By all my Hopes ſhe comes, and ſmiling comes, 


Enter Dorinda mighty gay. 


Dor. Come, my dear Lord —I fly with Impatience 
to your Arms The Minutes of my Abſence was a 
tediozs Year, Where's this Prieſt ? 


Enter By 


Arch. Oons, a brave Girl! | 

Dor. J tuppole, my Lord, this Gentleman is privy 

to our Affairs? | 

Arco. Yes, yes, Madam, I'm to be your _ 
| or. 


o 


pri vy 


er. 


Dor. 


ther 
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Der. Come, Prieſt, do your Cffice. 

Arch. Make haite, make haſte ; couple 'em any 
way [Takes Aimwell's Hand.] Come, Madam, I'm to 

ive you. 
. 2 My Mind's alter'd; I Won't. 

Arch. Eh 

Aim. I'm confounded. 

Foig. Upon my Shoul, and ſho is my ſhelf. 

Arch. What's the matter now, Madam ? 

Dor. Look'e, Sir, one generous Action deſerves ano- 
This Gentleman's Honour oblig'd him to hide 
nothing from me ; my Juſtice engages me to conceal no- 
thing from nim: In thort, Sir, you are the Perſon that 
you thought you counterfeited ; you are the true Lord 
Viſcount Aimærell; and I wiſh your Lordſhip Joy. 
Now, Prielt, you may be gone; if my Lord is now 
pleas'd with the VI atch, let his Lordſhip marry me in 
the Face of the World. 

Aim. Archer, what does ſhe mean? 

D:r. Here's a Witneſs for my Truth. 


Euter Sir Charles and Mrs. Sullen. 


Sir Ch. My dear Lord Aimacell, I wiſh you Joy. 
Aim. Of Wat? 55 
Sir Ch. Of your Honour and Eſtate. 


Vour Brother 


died the Day before I left London; and all your Friends 


have writ after you to Pru//els 3 among the reſt, I did 
my ſelf the Honour. 
Arch. Heark'e, Sir Knight, don't you banter now ? | 
Sir Ch. Tis truth, upon my Honour. 


Aim. Thanks to the pregnant Stars that form'd this 


Accident, 

Arch. 'Thanks to the Womb of Time that bronght 
it forth; away with it. 

Aim. Thanks to my Guardian Angel that led me to 
the Prize [7:4ias Dorinda's Hard. 

Arch. And double Th anks to the noble Sir Charles 
Freeman. My Lord, 1 wi! l you Joy. My Lady I with 
you Ne Fran ad, 8 ir Free man, you” re the ho- 
reſte Fellow living——odeath, I'm grown ftrangely 


airy 


- 


$4 TheBEAUX STRATAGEM. 
airy upon this Matter My Lord, how d'ye ? —m—_ 
A Word, my Lord: Don't you remember ſomethin 
of a previous Agreement, that entitles me to the Mol. 
ety of this Lady's Fortune, which, I think, will a. 
mount to five thouſand Pound. 
Aim. Not a Penny, Archer: You wou'd ha' cut my 
: 5g juſt now, becauſe I wou'd not deceive this 
ady. 
=" if Ay, and Þ'll cut your Throat ſtill, if you ſhou'd 
deceive her now. g | 
Aim. That's what I expeCt; and to end the Diſpute, 
the Lady's Fortune is ten thouſand Found, we'll di- 
7. the Stakes; take the ten thouſand Pound, or the 
ady. ; 
Dor. How! Is your Lordſhip ſo indifferent? 
Arch. No, no, no, Madam; nis Lordſhip knows very 
well, that Þ!i take the Money; I leave you to his 
Lordſhip, and ſo we're both provided for. 


Enter F oigard. 


, Forg. Arra fait, de People do ſay you be all robb'd, 
Joy. 5 = 
Aim. The Ladies have been in ſome danger, Sir, as 
you ſaw. | | 

Foig. Upon my Shoul, our Inn be robb'd too. 

Aim. Oar Inn! By whom? 

Fuis. Upon my Shalwation, our Landlord has robb'd 
himſelf, and run away wid da Money. 

Arch, Robb'd himſelf! 

Foig. Ay fait! and me too of a hundred Pounds. 

Arch. Fobb'd you of a hundred Pound ! 

Foig. Yes fait, Honny, that I did owe him. 

Aim. Our Money's gone, Frank. | 
 Frch, Rot the Money, my Wench is gone 
Saver wous quelque choſe de Madamoife!le Cherry? 


Enter a Fellow with a ſtrong Box and a Letter, 


Fell. Is there one Martin here? 
Arch. Ay, ay, who wants him ? 
Fell. J have a Box here, and a Letter for him. 


Arch. 


rch. 
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Arch. (Taking the Box.] Ha, ha, ha, what's here? 
Legerdemain! By this Light, my Lord, our Money 
again! but this unfolds the Riddle. [Opening the Lei- 
ter, reads. | Hum, hum, hum O, tis for the publick 


Good, and maſt be communicated to the Company. 


M.. Martin, 

MY? Father being afraid of an Impeachment by the 
Rogues that are taken to-night, is gone off; but if 

you cm procure him a Pardon, hell make great Diſcove- 

ries that may be uſeful to the Country, Cou'd I have 

met you inftead of your Miaſber to-night, I wou'd have 


deliver d my ſelf into your hands, with a Sum that much 


exceeds that in your ſtrong Box, which I hade ſent you, 
with an Aſſurance to my dear Martin, that IJ. ſhall ever 
be his moſt faithful Friend till Death, 


Cherry Boniface. 


There's a Billet-doux for yon — As for the Father, I 
think he ought to be encouraged; and for the Daugh- 
te. Pray, my Lord, perſuade your Bride to take 
her into her Service int cad of Gip/zy. 

Aim. I can aſſure von, Madam, your Deliverance 
was owing to her Diſcovery. | 

Dor. Your Command, my Lord, will do without 
the Obligation. PII take care of her. 

Sir Ch. This good Company meets opportunely in 
favour of a Defign I have: in behalf of my unfortunate 
Siſter: J intend to part her from her Husband.—Gen- 
tlemen, will you athit me? 

Arch. Aſſiſt you! Sdeath, who wou'd not? 


Foig. Ay, upon my Shoul, we. all aiſhilt. 


b Enter Sullen. 
Sul. What's all this? They tell me, Spouſe, that 
you had like to have been robb'd. | 
Mrs. Sul. Truly, Spouſe, I was pretty near it 
Had not theſe two Gentlemen interpos'd. 
Sul. How came the.e Gentlemen here ? 


Mrs, 


* © 
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Mrs. Sul. That's his way of returning Thanks, yon 
muſt know. | 5 N 

Foig. Ay, but upon my Conſhience de Queſtion 
be à propo, for all dat. ö 

Sir Char. You promis'd laſt Night, Sir, that you 
would deliver your Lady to me this Morning. 

Sul. Humph. 

Arch. Humph! What do you mean by Humph?— 
Sir, you ſhall deliver her— In ſhort, Sir, we have 
fav'd you and your Family; and if you are not civil, 
we'll unbind the Rogues, join with them, and ſet fire 
to your Houſe What does the Man mean? Net 
part with his Wife! 

Foig. Arra, not part wid your Wife! Upon my 
Shoul de Man does not underſtand common Shivility, 

Mrs. Sul. Hold, Gentlemen; all things here muſt 
move by Conſent; Compulſion would ſpoil us: Let 
my Dear and I talk the Matter over, and you ſhall 
judge it between us. | | 

Sul. Let me know firſt who are to be our Judges. 
Pray, Sir, who are you ? Sl 

Sir Ch. I am Sir Charles Freeman, come to take a- 
way your Wife. | 

Sul. And you, good Sir? | 

Aim. Charles Viſcount 4;mwell, come to take away 
your Siſter. 
Sul. And you, pray Sir? 

Arch. Francis Archer, Eſq; come — 

Sul. To take away my Mother, I hope — Gentle- 


men, you're heartily welcome: I never met with three 


more obliging People ſince I was born— And now, 
my Dear, if you picaſe, you ſhall have the firſt Word. 
Arch. And the laſt, for five Pound. [ Afide, 
Mrs. Sul. Spouſe. 
Sul. Rib. 


Mrs. Sal. How long have you been marry'd ? 
Sul. By the Almana-ck, fourteen Months 
by my Account, fourteen Years. 
Mrs. Sal. Tis thereabout by my Reckoning. 
Foig. Upon my Conſhience dere Accounts vil agree. 
Mrs. 


but 


but 


Sul. Perpetual Wormwood to the Taſte. 
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Mrs. Sul. Pray, Spouſe, what did you marry for? 

Sul. To get an Heir to my Eſtate. 

Sir Ch. And have you ſucceeded ? 

Sul. No. | 

Arch. The Condition fails of his fide. Pray, 
Madam, what did you marry for? 

Mrs. Sul. To ſupport the Weakneſs of my Sex by 
the Strength of his, and to enjoy the Pleaſures of an 
agreeable Society. 

Sir Ch. Are your Expectations anſwer'd ? 

Mrs. Sul. No. 

Fiig. Arra Honeys, a clear Caaſe, a clear Caaſe 

Sir CE. What are the Bars to your mutual Content -· 
ment? 

Mrs. 827. In the firſt place, Ican't drink Ale with him, 

Sul. Nor can I drink Tea with her. 

Mrs. Su}. I can't hunt with you. 

dul. Nor can I dance with you. 

Mrs. Sal. J hate Cocking and Racing. 

Sul. And I abhor Ombre and Picquet. 

Mrs. J. Your Silence is intolerable. 

Sal. Your Prating is worſe. 

Mrs. Sul. Have we not been a perpetual Offence to 
each other——A gnawing Vulture at the Heart? 

Sul. A frightful Goblin to the Sight. 

Mrs. Sul. A Porcupine to the Feeling. 


| 
if 
| 
| 
| 
j 
| 
7 


Mrs. Sul. Is _ on Earth a thing we can agree in? 
Sul. Yes art. | 
Mrs. Sul. With a 1 my heart. 
Sul, Your Hand. 
Mrs. Sul. Here. | 

; 5. Theſe Hands join'd us, thele ſhall part us. — 
way 
Mrs. Sal. North. | | 
Sl, South. ; 
Mrs. Sul. Eaſt. 
Sul. Weſt—far as the Poles afander. 
Foig. Upon my Shoul, a very pretty, Sheremony. 
Sir Ch. Now, Mr. Saller, there wants only my Si- 


ker's Fortune to make us ealy. | 1 Sul. 


| 
| 
l 
| 


— — — — 


out all the Writings of your Eſtate, all the Articles of 
Marriage with your Lady, Bills, Bonds, Leaſes, Receipts, 


lead it up. | 
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Sul. Sir Charles, you love your Siſter, and J love her 
Fortune ; every one to his Fancy. 
Arch. Then you won't refund? 
Sul. Not a Stiver. | 
Arch. What 1s her Portion? 
Sir Ch. Ten Thouſand Pound, Sir. | 
Arch. I'Il pay it: my Lord, Ithank'him, has enabled 
me; and if the Lady pleaſes, ſhe ſhall go home with me, 
This Night's Adventure has proved ſtrangely lucky to 
us all For Captain Gibbet, in his Walk, has made bold, 
Mr. Sullen, with your Study and Eſcritore, and has taken L 


to an infinite Value; I took 'em from him, and I de. De/ 
liver them to Sir Cables. | 
[Gives him a Parcel of Papers and Parchments, 
Sul. How, my Writings! my Head akes conſumed, 
— Well, Gentlemen, you ſhall have her Fortune, bu] By 
J can't talk. If you have a mind, Sir Charles, to be ] 
merry, and celebrate my Siſter's Wedding and my Di- 
vorce, you may command my Houſe :—but my Head 
akes conſumedly: Scrub, bring me a Dram. F 
Arch. Madam [to Mrs. Sul. ] there's a Country-Danef] L 
to the Trifle that I ſung to-day ; your Hand, and well & 


Here a Dance. 57 


Arch. Twould be hard to gueſs which of theſe Par- Len, 
ties is the better pleas'd, the Couple join'd, or the Couple [he 4 
parted ; the one rejoicing in hopes of an untaſted Hap- 4 L 
pineſs, and the other in their Deliverance from an ex- | Clai- 


perienc'd Miſery. Pleas 
| Long, 

Both happy in their fexral States we find: The 1 
Thoſe parted by Conſent, and thoſe conjoi u' d. 4s b 
Conſent, if mutual, ſaves the Lawyer's Fee; le d. 
Conſent is Law enough to ſet you free, "bg 

Ou 2 


The END of the Fieru ACT. | 
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EPILOGUE, 
Deſgnd to be ſpoke in the BEAUX 
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„ haf y Mr. SMITH, the Author of 
y D. PHEDRA and HYPOLIIT US. 


| 77 to our Play your Fudęment can't be kind, 
Dance Let its expiring Author Pity find: f 
well] Survey his mournful Caſe with melting Eyes, 5 
Nor let the Bard be damm d before he dies. 
ſrbear, youu Fair, on his laſt Scene to froaun, 
But his true Exit with a Plaudit crown ; 
e Pat. | Len ball the dying Poet ceaſe to fear | 
*ouple Fite dreadful Knell, while your Applauſe he hears, 
Hap- J Leuctra /o the congu ring Theban d) a, 
m ex- | Claim'd bis Friends Praiſes, but their Tears deny d: 
Plas d in the Pangs of Death, he greatly thought 
logueft with Loſs of Life but cheaply bought. - | 
be Diperence this, the Greek was one wou'd fight, | 
4s brave, tho not fo gay, as Serjeant Kite; 
It Sons of Will's, <vhat*s that to thoſe who avrite! 
hb Thebes alone the Grecian ow'd his Bays: 
Int may the Bard above the Hero raiſe, | 
lince jours is greater than Athenian Praiſe. 
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SONG of a TRITILE. 


Sung by Archer in the Third Ac r. 


Trifling Song you ſhall hear, 
A Begun with a Trifle and ended. 
All Trifling People draw near, 
And I jhall be nobly attended. 


Pere it not for Trifles, a few 

That lately "ants come into Play; 

The Men waou'd want ſomething to do, 
And the Women want ſomething to ſay. 


What makes Men trifle in Dreſſing ? 
Becauſe the Ladies ( they know ) 
Ad mire, by often Poſſeſſing, 

That eminent Trifle a Beau. 


When the Lover his Moments has Trift d, 
The Trifle of Trifles to gain: 

No fooner the Virgin is ri d, 

But a Trifle ſhall part *em again. 


What mortal Man mans be able 


At White's half an hour to fit ? 
Or who cou'd bear a Tea-Table, 
Without talking of Trifles for Wit ? 


The Court is from Trifles ſecure, 


Gold Keys are mo Trifles, we ſee: 
White Rods are no Trifles, I'm ſure, 
Mate ver their Bearers may be. 


But 


But if 
Where 
The L 
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But if you 11] go to the Place, 
Where Tri fes abundantly breed, 

The Levee will ſheau you his Grate 
Maies Promiſes Trifles indeed. 


A Coach with fix Footmen behind, 

I count neither Trifle nor Sin: 
But, ye Cod] how of? do ave find 
4 ſcandalous Trifle within ? 


4 Flaſk of Champaign, People think it 
A Trifle, or ſomething as bad: 
But if you'll contrive how ta drink it, 


Hb ll find it no Trifle egad. 


{ Parſon's a Trifle at & = | 
A Widew's a Trifle in Sorrox : | E 
A Peace is a Triffle to-day : 8 


Who knows what may happen to-morrow ? 


A Black-Coat a Trifle may cloak, 


Or to hide in, the Red may endeawour + 
But if once the Army is broke, 


We ſhall have more Trifles than ever. 


The Stage is a Trifie, the ſay; 
The Reaſon, pray carry along, 
Becauſe at ev'ry new Play, 


The Houſe they with Trifles fo throng. 


Bat with People's Malice to Trifle, 
And to ſet us all on @ Foot: | 
The Author of this is a Trifle, 


And his Song isa Trifle to boot. 
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Love and a Bottle. 
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COME DV. 
As it is Acted at they 
Theatre- Royal in Drury-Lane, 
By Her MajzEsTv's Servants. 
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By Mr. GEORGE FARQUHAR, 


Vade, fed incultus, gualem decet exulis efſe. 
Ovid. Triſt. El. 1. 
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To the Right Honourable 


P E RE GRIN 


Lord Marqueſs of Carmarthen, 
&c. 


My LORD, 


177 EDD, I” ING cqually a Stranger to your 
1] SM LorDpsHie, and the whole Nobi- 
& iy of this Kingdom, ſomething of 
a natural Impulſe and aſpiring Mo- 
Y tion in my Inclinations, has prompt- 
ed me, tho' I hazard a Preſumption, 
to declare my Reſpect: And be the 
Succeſs how it will, I am vain of nothing in this 
piece, but the Choice of my Patron; I ſhall be ſo 
far thought a judicious Author, whoſe principal 
Buſineſs is to defign his Works an Offering to the 
greateſt Honour and Merit, 
I cannot here, My Lok, frand accuſed of any 
ſort of Adulation, but to my felf ; becauſe Com- 
plements due to Merit return upon the Giver, and 
the only Flattery is to my ſelf, whillt I attempt 
your LORDSHIP's Praiſe, I dare make no Efla 
on your LoRDsniP's youthſul Bravery and Cou- 
rage, becauſe ſuch is always guarded with Modeſty, 
but ſhall venture to preſent you ſome Lines on this 
Subject, which the World will undoubtedly apply 
to your LORDSHIP, 


A 3 di 


EpisTLE DEDICATORY, 


Courage, the highe/t Gift, that ſcorns to bend 
To mean Devices for a ſordid End : 
Courage---- an independent Spark from Heaven's 
bright Throne, | | 


By which the Soul lands rais'd, triumphant, high, - 


alone ; 
Great in it/eif, not Praiſes of the Crowd, 
Above all Vice, it ſtoops not to be proud, | 
Courage, the mighty Attribute of Powers above, 
By which theſe great in War, are great in Love. 
The Spring of all brave Acts is ſeated here, 
As Falſboods draw their ſordid Birth from Fear. 


The beſt and nobleſt Part of Mankind pay Ho- 


mage to Royalty; what Veneration then is due to 


thoſe Virtues and Endowments which even engaged 
the Reſpect of Royalty itſelf, in the Perſon of one 
of the greateſt Emperors in the World, who choſe 
your LoRDSEHI not only as a Companion, but a 
Conductor ? | 

He wanted the Fire of ſuch a Briton to animate 
His cold Ruſſians, and would therefore chooſe you 
his Leader in War, as in Travel: He knew the 
Fury of the Tur could be only ſtopt by an Euglliſh 
Nobleman, as the Power of France was by an 
Englih King. A Senſe of this Greatneſs, which 
might deter others, animates me to addreſs your 
LoRDsSH1P; reſolv'd that my firſt Muſe ſhould 
take an high and daring Flight, I aſpir'd to your 
LoRDsHiP's Protection for this Trifle, which I 


muſt own my ſelf now proud of, affording me this 


Opportunity of humbly declaring my ſelf, 
My Los», ” | 
Dar Lordſbip's moſt devoted Servant, 
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PROLOGUE 
By J. H. 
Spoken by Mr. Powell, a Servant attending 


with a Bottle of Wine. 


SOD S fubborn Atheiſts, ewho diſdain to pray, 
— &) Repent, tho late, upon their dying Day; 
” o in their Pangs moſt Authors, rack d with 
[ Fear's, 
- P4 Implore your Mercy in our ſuppliant Pray rs. 
But our new Author has no Cauſe maintain d, 
Let him not loſe what he has never gair'd ; 
Love and a Bottle are his peaceful Arms, 
Ladies and Gallants, have not Theſe ſome Charms? 
For Love, all Mankind to the Fair muſt ſue; 
And, Sirs, the BOTTLE he preſents to you. 
Health to the Play [drinks] een let it fairly paſt, 
Sure none fit here that will refuſe their Glaſs ! 
O, there's a damning Soldier — tet me in. 
He looks as he were ſeworn— to whet? To drink. [drinks. 
Come om then; Foot to Foot be boldly ſet, | 
And our young Author” s ney Commiſſion ever. 
He and his Bottle here attend their Doom, 
From you the Poet's Helicon muſt come; 
If he has any Foes, ta make amends, 
He gives his Service—\drinks.] Sure you now are Friends. 
No Critick here will he provoke to fight, 
The Day be theirs, he only begs his Night. 
Pray pledge him now, ſecus d from all Abuſe, 
Then name the Health you we, let none refuſe, 
But each Man's Miffre/s be the Poets Muje. 
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Dramatis — 


Roebuck. 


Loveavell. ö 


Moc ſirode. 


Lyrick. 
Pampblet. 
R gad 997. 


Nrmblewwri 
Club. 2 


Brufp. 
Lucinda. 


Leanthe. 


Trudze, 
Bulfinch. 


Pinareſs. 


An 1-: Gentleman. 
of a wild roving 
Temper ; newly 
come to London. 


His Friend, ſober and 
Mr 


Mr. Williams. 


modeſt, in love . Mills, 
with Lucinda, 

A young Squire, 
come newly from | 
the Univerſity, and Mr. Bullock. 
ſetting 1 for a 


Beau. 
A — 1 
ook ſeller, 
A Dancing-Maſter. 1 Mr. Hayner. 
A Fencing-Maſter. r. Afton. 
Servant to Mockmogde, — r. Pinkethman, 
Servant to Loveavell, Mr. Fairbank, © 


r. Fohnſon. 5 


A Lady of conſide - 


rable Fortune. Mrs. Roger 1. 


Siſter to Lowenvell, in 


love with Roebuck, ( Mrs. Maria Ali. 

and diſguis'd as or. 

Lucinda's Page. 
Whore to Roebuck, 
Landlady to Moch. 

mode, Lyric, and > Mrs. Poavel. 

Judge. 

Attendant and Con- 
fident to Lucinda. | Mrs. Dor. 


Mrs. Mille. 


Bailiffs, Beggar, Porter, Maſques, Attendants, 
SCENE, LONDON. 
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A 
SCENE, Lincoln's- Inn: Fields. 


Euter Roebuck in a Riding Habit ſolus, repeating the 
Solgworng Line. 


HUS far our Arms have with Succeſs 
been Crown'd — Heroically ipoken, , 
faith, of a Fellow that has not one 
Farthing i in his Pocket! If J have one 
Penny to buy a Halter withal in my 
preſent Neceſſity, mey I be hang'd ; 

tho' I'm reduc'd to a fair way of ob- 
tainn g ore methodically very ſoon, if Robbery or 
Theft will purchaſe the Gallows. But hold can't TI 

rob honoutably, by turning Soldier? ; 

Enter a Cripple, begging. , | 

Crip. One Farting to the peor old Soldier, for the 
Lord's iake, 

Roch. Ha! — a Glimpſe of Damnation juſt as 
a Man is entering into Sin, is no great Policy of the 
Devil. But how! long did you bear Arms, Friend ? 
Crip. Five Years, an't pleaſe you, Sir. 

5 Rae b. 
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Reb. And how long has that honourable Crutch, 
born you. bi 
_ Crip. Fifteen, Sir. | 
Roeb. Very pretty! Five Year a Soldier, and fif- 
teen a Beggar! This is Hell right! An Age of 
Damnation, for a momentary Offence. Thy Con- 
dition, Fellow, is preferable to mine; the merciful 
Bullet, more kind than thy ungrateful Country, has 
given thee a Debenture in thy broken Leg, from 
| which thou canſt draw a more plentiful Maintenance 
| than I from all my Limbs in Perfection. Prithee, 
Friend, why wou'dſt thou beg of me? Doſt think I 
am rich ? | 

Crip. No, Sir, and therefore I believe you Chari- 
table. Your warm Fellows are ſo much above the 
Senſe of our Miſery, that they can't pity us; and 
I have always found it, by ſad Experience, as needleis 
to beg of a rich Man, as a Clergy-man. Our greateſt 
Benefactors, che brave Officers, are all disbanded, and 
muſt now turn Beggars like my ſelf; and ſo, Times 
are very hard, Sir. 

Roeb. What! are the Soldiers more charitable than 
the Clergy ? : FE 

Crip. Ay, Sir, a Captain will ſay Dam'me, and give 
me Six-pence; and a Parſon ſhall whine out God bleſs 
me, and give me not a Farthing: Now I think the 
Officer's Bleſſing much the beſt. | 

Roeb. Are the Beau's never compaſſionate? 

Crip. The great full Wigs they wear, ſtop their Ears 
ſo cloſe, that they can't hear us; and if they ſhou'd, 
they never have any Farthings about 'em. 

Roeb. Then I am a Beau, Friend; therefore pray 
leave me. Begging from a generous Soul, that has 

not to beſtow, is more tormenting than Robbery to 
a Miſer in his Abundance. Prithee, Friend, be thou 
charitable for once; I beg only the Favour which 1ich 
Friends beſtow, a little Advice: I am as poor as thou 
art, and am deſigning to turn Soldier. | 
| Crip. No, no, Sir. See what an honourable Poſt 
| I am forcd to ſand to; my Rags are Scare-crows 
ſufficient 
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ſufficient to frightem any one from the Field; rather 
turn Bird of Prey at home. [Shewzing his Crutch. 
Noeb. Grammercy, old Devil; I find Hell has its 
Pimps of the poorer ſort, as well as of the wealthy. 
I fancy, Friend, thon hait got a Cloven Foot inſtead 
of a broken Leg. *Tis a hard Caſe that a Man muſt 
never expect to go nearer Heav'n than ſome ſteps of 


a Ladder. But tis unavoidable; I have my Wants 


to lead, and the Devil to drive; and if I can't meet 
my Friend Lovexwel/ (which I think impoſſible, being 
ſo great a Stranger in Town) Fortune, thou haſt done 
thy worlt : I proclaim open War againſt thee. 


Pl ſtab the next rich Darling that J ſee; 
And killing him, be thus reweng'd on thee. 


[ Goes to the back part of the Stage, as into the 
Walks, making fome turns croſs the Stage in 
Diſorder, while the next ſprar. Exit Beggar. 


Enter Lucinda and Pindreſs. 

Luc. Oh! theſe Summer Mornings are ſo delicately 
ſine, Pindreſ, it does me good to be abroad. 

Pin. Ay, Madam, theſe Summer Mornings are as 
pleaſant to young Folks, as the Winter Nights to mar- 
ry'd People, or as your Morning of Beauty to Mr. 
Lovexell. | 

Luc. Pm violently afraid the Evening of my Beauty 
will fall to his ſhare very ſoon ; for I'm inclinable to 
marry him. I ſhall ſoon lie under an Eclipſe, Pin- 
dreſs. | | 

Pin, Then it muſt be ful! Moon with your Lady- 
ſhip. But why wou'd you chuſe to marry in Summer, 
Madam ? 8 

Luc. I know no Cauſe, but that People are apteſt 
to run Mad in hot Weather, unleſs you take a Wo- 
man's Reaſon. 

Pin, What's that, Madam ? 

Luc. Why, I am weary of lying alone. 

Pin. Oh dear Madam! Lying alone is very dan- 
gerous; tis apt to breed ſtrange Dreams, 


A Luc, 
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Luc. J had the oddeſt Dream laſt Night, of my 
Cou tier that is to be, Squire Mockmode. He appeared 
crowded about with a Dancing-Maſter, Puſhing-Ma- 
ſter, Muſick-Maſter, and all the throng of Beau-ma- 
kers; and methought he mimick'd Foppery ſo auk- 
wardly, that his Imitation was downright burleſquing 
it, I burſt out a Laughing ſo heartily, that I awaken'd 
my ſelf. | . 

Pin. But Dreams go by Contraries, Madam. Have 
not you ſeen him yet? | 

Luc. No; but my Uncle's Letter gives Account that 


he's newly come to Town from the Univerſity, where 


his Education could reach no farther than to guzzle 
fat Ale, ſmoke Tobacco, and chop Logicke—Faugh, 
———lt makes me ſick. | | 

Pin. But he's very rich, Madam; his Concerns join 
to yours in the Country. 

Luc. Ay, but his Concerns ſhall never join to mine 
in the City: For fince I have the Diſpolal of my own 
Fortune, Loveabell's the Man for my Money. 

Pin. Ay, and for my Money: for I've had above 


twenty Pieces from him ſince his Courtſhhp began. 


He's the prettieſt ſober Gentleman; I have ſo ſtrong 


an Opinion of his Modeſty, that I'm afraid, Madam, 


your firſt Child will be a Fool. 

Luc. Oh, God forbid ! I hope a Lawyer underſtands 
Buſineſs better than to beget any thing zn compos—— 
The Walks fill apace ; the Enemy approaches, we muſt 
ſet out our falſe Colours. [Put on their Masks, 

Pin, We Masks are the pureſt Privateers! Madam, 
how would you like to cruize about a little ? 

Luc. Well enough, had we no Enemies but our Fops 
and Cits : But I dread thoſe bluſtring Men of War, 
the Officers, who after a Broad-ſide of Damme's and 
Sinkme's, are for boarding all Masks they meet as 
lawful Prize. | 

Pin. In Truth, Madam, and the moſt of them are 
lawful Prize, for they generally have French Ware under 
Hatches. | 


Luc. 
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Luc. Oh hideous! © my Conſcience, Girl, thou'rt 
quite ſpoil' d. An Actreſs upon the Stage would bluſh 
at ſuch Expreſſions. 

Pin. Ay, Madam, and your Ladyſhip wou'd ſeem 
to bluſh in the Box, when the Redneſs of your Face 
proceeded from nothing but the Conſtraint of hold- 
ing your Laughter. Didn't you chide me for not 
putting a ſtronger Lace in your Stays, when you had 
broke one as ſtrong as a hempen Cord, with contain- 
ing a violent Tehee at a {mutty Jeit in the laſt Play? 

Luc. Go, go, thowrt a naughty Girl ; that imper- 
tinent Chat has diverted us from our Buſineſs. I'm 
afraid Loweavell has mils'd us for Want of the Sign.--- 
But whom have we here? An odd Figure, tome 
Gentleman in Diſguiſe, I believe. 

Pin. Had he a finer Suit on, I ſhou'd believe him 
in Diſguiſe ; for I fancy his Friends have only known 
him by that this Twelve-month. | 

Luc, His Mien and Air ſhew him a Gentleman, 
and his Cloaths demonitrate him a Wit. He may 
afford us ſome Sport. I have a Female Inclination 
to talk to him. 

Pin. Hold, Madam, he looks as like one of thoſe 
dangerous Men of War you juit now mention'd as can 
be; you had beſt ſend out your Pinnace before, ta 
diſcover the Enemy. | 

Luc. No, Fl hale him myſelf. ¶ Moves towards him. 

What, Sir, dreaming ? 

[Slaps him &th* Shoulder with her Fan, 

Raeb. Yes, Madam. [ Sullenty, 

Luc. Of what? a 

Roeb. Of the Devil, and now my Dream's out. 

Luc. What! Do you dream ſtanding ? | 

Roch. Yes, faith, Lady, very often when my Sleep's 
haunted. by ſuch pretty Goblins as you. You are a 
Sort of Dream I would fain be reading: I'm a very 
good Interpreter indeed, Madam. 

Luc. Are you then one of the wiſe Men of the Eat? 

Roeb. No, Madam; but one of the Fools of the H. 

Luc, Pray, what do you mean by. that ? | 

| Roeb. 
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Roeb. An Iriſ- man, Madam, at your Service. 

Luc. Oh horrible! an /-man! a mere Wolf. Dog, 
I proteſt. 

Roeb. Ben't ſurpriz d, Child; the Wolf- Dog is as 
well natur'd an Animal as any of your Country 
Bull-Dogs, and a much more fawning Creature, let 
me tell you. . [ Lays hold on her. 


Luc. Pray, good Cæſar, keep off your Paws ; no 


ſcraping Acquaintance, for Heaven's fake, Tell us ſome 
News of your Country; I have heard the ſtrangeſt 
Stories—that the People wear Horns and Hoofs. 

Roeb. Yes, faith, a great many wear Horns: but we 
had that, among other laudable Faſhions, from London. 
I think it came over with your Mode of wearing high 
Topnots ; for ever ſince, the Men and Wives bear their 
Heads exalted alike. 'They were both Faſhions that 
took wonderfully. | | 

Luc. Then you have Ladies among you. 

Roeb. Ves, yes, we have Ladies, and Whores; Col- 
leges, and Play-houſes ; Churches, and Taverns ; fine 
Houſes, and Bawdy-houſes: In ſhort, every thing that 
you can boaſt of, but Fops, Poets, Toads, and Adders. 

Luc. But have you no Beau's at all ? | 

Roeb. Yes, they come over like Woodcocks, once 
N 

Luc. And have your Ladies no Springs to catch 'em in? 

Roeb. No, Madam, our own Country affords us 
much better Wild- fowl. But they are generally ſtripped 
of their Feathers by the Play-houſe and Taverns; in 
both which they pretend to be Criticks; and our igno- 
rant Nation imagines a full Wig as infallible a Token 
of a Wit, as the Laurel, 

Luc. Oh Lard! and here *tis the certain Sign of a 
Blockhead. But why no Poets in Ireland, Sir? 
 Roes. Faith, Madam, I know not, unleſs St. Pa- 
trick ſent them a packing with other venomous Crea- 
tures out of 7re/and. Nothing that carries a Sting in 
its Tongue can live there. But ſince I have deſcribed 
my Country, let me know a little of Exgland, by a 
fight of your Face, 


Luc. 


. 
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Luc. Come you to Particulars firſt, Pray, Sir, un- 


mask, by telling who you are; and then I'll unmask, 
and ſnew who I am. 


Roch: You muſt diſmiſs your Attendant then, Madam; 


for the diſtinguiſhing particular of me is a Secret. 


Pin. Sir, | can keep a Secret as well as my Miſtreſs ; 
and the greater the Secrets are, I love 'em the better. 

Luc. Can't they be whiſper'd, Sir? 

Roch. O yes, Madam, I can give you a Hint, by 
which you may underſtand 'em. 

[ Pretends to whiſper, and kiſſes her. 
Luc. Sir, you're impudent. 
Roch. Nay, Madam, fince you're ſo good at mind- 


; ing Folks, have with you, 


[ Catches her faſt, carrying her off. 
_ 4 Help! help! help! 


Enter Lovewell. 

Love. Villain, unhand the Lady, and defend thy 
ſelf. 1 

Roeb. What! Knight Errants in this Country ! Now 
has the Devil very opportunely ſent me a Throat to 
cut; pray Heaven his Pockets be well lin d. 

[ Pits em, they go off, 
Have at thee---St. George for E land. 
[They fight, after ſome paſſes, Roeb. ſtarts 
My Friend Lovexvell ! back and pauſes, 

Love. My dear Roebuck ! . 

[ Fling down their Sauords, and embrace 
Shall J believe my Eyes? 

Roeb. You may believe your Ears; 'tis I, begad. 

Love. Why, thy being in London 1s juch a My- 
itery, that I muſt have the Evidence of more Senſes 
than one to confirm me of its Truth. — But pray 1 
the Riddle. 

Roch. Why "Faith 'tis a Riddle. You wonder at it 
before the Explanation, then wonder more at our 
ſelf for not gueſſing i. What is the univerial Cauſe 
of the continued Evils of Mankind ? 


Love. The univerial Cauſe of our continued Evils, 
is the Devil ſure. h Reoeb, 
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Roeb. No, 'tis the Fleſh, Ned That very Wo- 
man that drove us all out of Paradiſe, has ſent me a 
packing out of re/and. 
Lewe. How ſo? | | 
Roch. Only taſting the forbidden Fruit, that was all. 
Love. Is fimple Fornication become fo great a Crime 
there, as to be puniſhable by no leſs than Baniſhment ? 
'  Roeb. I gad, mine was double Fornication, Ne 
The Jade was ſo pregnant as to bear Twins, the Fruit 
grew in Cluſters; and my unconſcionable Father, be- 
cauſe I was a Rogue in debauching her, wou'd make me 
a Fool by wedding her: But I would not marry a Whore, 
and he wou'd not own a diſobedient Son, and ſo— 

Loge. But was ſhe a Gentlewoman ? 

Rocb. Pſhaw! No, ſhe had no Fortune. She wore 
indeed a Silk Mantua and High-head ; but theſe are 
grown as little Signs of Gentility now-a-days, as that 
is of Chaſtity. 

Love. But what Neceſſity forc'd you to leave the 
Kingdom ? 

Roeb. I'll tell you-- ---To ſhun thiinſulting Authc- 
rity of an incensd Father, the dull and okien repeat- 
ed Advice of impertinent Relations, the continual Cla- 
mours of a furious Woman, and the ſhrill Bawling of 
an ill-natur'd Baſtard—From all Which, Good Lord 
deliver me. 

Love. And ſo you left them to grand Dadda . 
Ha, ha ha. 

Roch. Heav'n was pleas'd to leſſen my Affliction, 
by taking away the She-brat; but the tother is, 7 
hope, well, becauſe 2 brave Boy, whom I chriſten'd 
Edward, after thee, Lowvewel/; I made bold to make 
my Man ftand for you, and your Siſter {ent her Maid 
to give her Name to my Daughter. 

Love. Now you talk of my Siſter, pray how does ſhe ? 

Roch. Dear Lowewell, a very Miracle of Beauty 
and Goodneſs. But I don't like her. 

Love. Why? 

Roch. She's virtuous ;z—— and I think Beauty and 
Virtue are as ill joined as Lewdneſs and Uglineſs. 


Love. 
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Love. But T hope your Arguments could not make 
her a Proſelyte to this Profeſſion ? 

Rach. Faith I endeavour'd it; but that plaguy Ho- 
nour— Damn it for a Whim. » Were it as ho- 
nourable for Women to be Whores, as Men to be 
Whore-maſters, we ſhould have Lewdneſs as great a 
Mark of Quality among the Ladies, as *tis now among 
the Lords. | 

Love. What! do you hold no innate Principle of 
Virtue in Women? | 

Reb, T hold an innate Principle of Love in them: 
Their Paſſions are as great as outs, their Reaſon wea- 
ker, We admire them, and conſequently they mult 
us. And I tell thee once more, That had Women 


ro Saſe-guard but your innate Principle of Virtue, honeſt 
| George Roebuck would have lain with your Siſter, Ned, 


and ſhould enjoy a Counteſs before Night. 
L:ve. But methinks, George, twas not fair to tempt 
my Siſter, | 
Roeb. Methinks *twas not fair of thy Siſter, Ned, to 
tempt me. As ſhe was thy Sifter, I had no Deſign upon 


| her; but as ſhe's a pretty Woman, I could ſcarcely for- 


bear her, were ſhe my own. 
Love. But, upon ſerious, Reflection, could not you 


| have liv'd better at home by turning thy Whore into 


thy Wife, than here by turning other Mens Wives into 
Whores? There are Merchants Ladies in London, and 
you muſt trade with them, for aught I ſee. 

Reb, Ay, but is. the Trade open? is the Manufacture 


| AY, 
| encourag'd, old Boy? 


Love. Oh, wonderfully ! a great many poor Peo- 


| ple live by't. Tho' the Husbands are for engrofling 


the Trade, the Wives are altogether for encouraging In- 
terlopers. But I hope ycu have brought ſome ſmall 
Stock to ſet up with. 

Roch. The Greatneſs of my Wants, which wou'd force 
me to diſcover em, makes me bluſh to own em. [Ade] 
Why faith, Ned. I had a great Journey from. [re/and 
hither, and would burthen my felf with no more than 
juſt neceſſary Charges. 

| | Lov 
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Love. Oh, then you have brought Bills. 

Raeb. No faith. Exchange of Mone, from Dublin 
hither, is fo unreaſonable high, that 

Love. What! — 2 

Roeb. That — Zoons, J have not one Farthing-— 
Now you underſtand me. . 

Love. No, faith, I never underſtand one that comes 
in forma pauperis; JI ha'n't ftudy'd the Law io long 
for nothing. But what Proſpect can you propole of 
a Supply? | 

Roeb. Tl tell you. When you appear'd, I was juſt 
thanking my Stars for ſending me a Throat to cut, and 
conſequently a Purſe: Bat my Knowledge of you pre- 
vented me of that way, 'and therefore 1 think you're 
oblig'd in return to aſſiſt me by ſome better Means. 
You were once an honeſt Fellow: but ſo long Study in 
the Inn: may alter a Man ſtrangely, as you tay. 

Love. No, dear Rozbuck, I'm ſtill a Friend to thy 
Virtues, and eſteem thy Follies as Foils only to {et 
them off. I did but rally you; and to convince you, 
here are ſome Pieces, ſhare of what I have about me: 
Take them as Farneſt of my farther Supply; you know 
my Eftate's ſufficient to maintain us both, if you will 


either reſtrain your Extravagancies, or I retrench my 


Neceſſarles. 1 

Roeb. Thy Profeſſion of Kindneſs is ſo great, that l 
cou'd almoſt ſuſpect it of Deſign. But come, Friend, I 
am heartily tir'd with the Fatigue of my Journey, be. 
ſides a violent Fit of Sickneſs, which detain'd me a 
Month at Coventry, to the exhauſting of my Health 
and Money. Let me only recruit by a Reliſh of the 
Town in Love and a Bottle, and then—————_—)h 
Heavens and Earth ! 

[4s they are going off, Roebuck farts back as furpris's. 

Love. What's the Matter, Man? 

Noeb. Why? Death and the Devil; or, what's worle, 
a Woman and a Child—Oons! don't you ſee Mrs. Trud? 
wich my Baſtard in her Arms croſling the Field towards 
us? — Oh the indefatigable Whore, te follow me all 
the way to London / 1 

9. 
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Lowe. Mrs. Trudge! my old Acquaintance ! 


Roeb. Ay, ay, the very ſame ; your old Acquaintance ; 


and for aught I Know, you might have clubb'd about 
getting the Brats. x 

Love. Tis but reafonable then I ſhould pay ſhare at 
the Reckoning. T'll help to provide for her; in the 
mean time you had beft retire. Bruſb, conduct this 
Gentleman to my Ledgings, and run from thence to 
Widow Bulfnch's, and provide a Lodging with her for 
a Friend of mine. Fly, and come back pre- 
ſently — [ Eæeunt Roeb and Bruſh. So; my Friend 
comes to Town like the Great Tung to the Field, at- 
tended by his Concubines and Children; and I'm afraid 
theſe are but part of his Retinue. —--— But hold 
I ſhan't be able to ſuſtain the ſhock of this Woman's 
Fury, I'll withdraw till ſhe has diſcharged her firſt 
Volley, then ſurprize her. | 

Enter Tradge, with a Child crying. 

Huſh, huſh, huſh And indeed it was a young 
Traveller — And what would it ſay? It fays that 
Daddy is a falſe Man, a cruel Man, an ungrateful 
Man. — In troth fo he is, my dear- Child. 
What ſhall I do with it, poor Creature! — Huſh, 
huſh, huſh— Was ever poor Woman in ſuch a la- 
mentable Condition? Immediately after the Pains of 
one Travail, to undergo the Fatigues of another! 
But I'm ſure he can never do well; for tho' I can't 
find him, my Curſes, and the Miſery of this Babe, 
will certainly reach him. 

Live. Methinks I ſhould know that Voice — 
[Moving forward.] What! Mrs. Trudge! and in Lon- 
don whoſe brave Boy haft thou got there? | 

Trud, Oh Lord! Mr. Loveabell! I'm very glad to 
ſee you—and yet am aſham'd to ſee you. But indeed 


lo many ways of inſinuating, that the Frailty of Woman's 
Nature could not reſiſt him. | 

Love. What's all this? A handſome Man! Ways 
of infinuating ! Frailty of Nature! { don't under- 
lend theſe ambiguous Terms. Trud, 


he promis'd to marry me, [Crying] and you know, 
Mr. Lowexvell; that he's ſuch a handſome Man, and has 
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Trud. Ah, Mr. Lovewwell! I'm ſure you have ſeen 


Mr. Rze&uck, and Pm ſure 'twould be the firſt thing 
he would tell you. I refer to you, Mr. Lovexve!!, if 
he is not an ungrateful Man, to deal ſo barbarouſly 
with any Woman that had us'd him fo civilly. I was 
Kinder to him than I would have been to my own 
born Brother. 

Love. Oh then, I find Kifling goes by Favour, Mrs, 
Trudze. 

Trud. Faith you're all alike, you Men are all alike 
Poor Child ! he's as like his own Dadda, as if he were 
ſpit out of his Mouth. See, Mr. Lovexvel, if he has 
not Mr. Roacbuck's Noſe to a Hair; and you know he 
has a very good Noſe ; and the little Pigſny his 
Mamma's Mouth. -———- Oh the little Lips! and 'tis the 
beſt natur'd little Dear Sunggles and Hes it - And 
would it ask its Godfather's Bleſſing ? indeed, Mr, 
Lowenwell, I believe the Child knows you. 

Leve. Ha, ha, ha! Well, I will give it my Bleſſing. 

| | [Gives it Gold. 
[4s he gives her the Gold, enter Lucinda and 
Pindreſs, auh ſeeing them fland, abſcond. 
Come, Madam, I'll firſt ſettle you in a Lodging, and 
then find the falſe Man, as you call him. 
| [Ex. Love. and Trud. 
| Lucinda and Pindreſs come forward, 

Luc. The falſe Man is found already. Was 
there ever ſuch a lucky Diſcovery ?f=—-—My Care for 
his Preſervation brought me back, and now behold how 
my Kindneſs is return'd ! Their Fighting was a down- 
Tight Trick to frighten me from the Place, thereby to 
- oy him Opportunity uf entertaining his Whore and 

rat, 

Pin, Your Conjecture, Madam, bears a Colour; for 
looking back, I could perceive 'em talk very familiarly; 
ſo that they could not be Strangers, as their pretended 
Quarrel would in imate. 

Luc. Tis all true, as he is falſe. What! ſlight- 
ed! deſpis'd! my konourable Love truck'd for a Whore! 
Oh Villain! Epitome of the Sex! ——= But Il be re- 

veng'd, 
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veng d. I'II marry the firſt Man that asks me the 
Queſtion; nay, though he be a disbanded Soldier, or a 
poor Poet, or a ſenſeleſs Fop; Nay, tho' impo- 
tent, I'll marry him. | 

Pin. Oh Madam ! that's to be reveng'd on your ſelf. 

Luc. I care not, Fool! I deſerve Puniſhment for 
my Credulity, as much as he for his Falſhood, 
And you deſerve it too, Minx ; your Perſuaſions drew 
me to this Aſſignation: I never lov'd the falſe Man. 

Pin. That's falſe, I'm ſure. DLAſlide. 

Luc. But you thought to get another piece of Gold. We 
ſhall have him giving you Money on the ſame Score, 
he was fo liberal to his Whore juft now. 

[Walks about in Paſſion, 
Enter Lovewell. 

Love. So much for Friendfhip——now for my Love, 
——[ han't tranſgreſſed much, —— Oh, there ſhe is, 
— h my Angel! [ Runs to her. 

Lac. Oh thou Devil! [Starts back, 

Lowe. Not unleſs you damn. me, Madam, 

Luc. You're damn'd already; you're a Man. 

[Exit, puſbing Pindreſs. 

Live. You're a Woman, I'll be ſworn. Hey 
uy! what giddy Female Planet rules now? By the 
Lord, theſe Women are like their Maidenheads, no 
ſooner found than loſt Here, Bru/, run after Pin- 
arfs, and know the Occaſion of this. -[ Bruſn runs.] 
m— Stay, come back. Zoons, I'm a. Fool. 

Bruſp, That's the firſt wiſe Word you have ſpoken 
hele two Months. | 


7. Trouble me with your untimely Jeſts, Sirrah, 
an s : 

Bruſb. Your Pardon, Sir; I'm in down-right Ear- 
net. Tis a leſs Slavery to be Apprentice to a fa- 
nous Clap Surgeon, than to a Lover. He falls out 
mth me, becauſe he can't fall in with his Miſtreſs, I 
an bear it no longer. | 


Love, Surah, what are you mumbling ? 


Brigg. 


22 Love and a Bottle. 


Bruſh, A ſhort Prayer before I depart, Sir.— I hy; 
been theſe three Years your Servant, but now, Sir, bn 
your humble Servant. [Boos, as gum, 

Love. Hold, you ſha'n't leave me. f 

Bruſh. Sir, you can't be my Maſter, 

Lede. Why ſo? | 

Bruſh. Becauſe you're not your own Maſter ; yet ons 
would think you might, for you have loſt your Miſtreßz 
Oons, Sir, let her go, and a fair Riddance. Why 
throws away a Teſter and a Miſtreſs, loſes Six-pence, 
That little pimping Cupid is a blind Gunner. Had he 
ſhot as many Darts as I have carried Billet- Doux, he 
would have laid her kicking with her Heels up &er now, 
In ſhort, Sir, my Patience is worn to the Stumps with 
attending; my Shoes and Stockings are upon their la 
Legs with trudging between you. I have ſweat out al 
the moiſture of my Hand with palming your clammy 
Letters upon her. I have 

Lowe. Hold, Sir, your Trouble is now at an end, for 
1 deſign to marry her. 

Bru/p. And have you courted her theſe three Years 
for nothing but a Wife? 

Loe. Do you think, Raſcal, I would have taken { 
much Pains to make her a Miſs? 

Bruſh. No, Sir; the tenth part on't wou'd ha' dore, 
hut if you are reſolved to marty, God b'w'ye. 
Lowe. What's the matter now, Sirrah ? | 

Eruſp. Why, the matter will be, that I muſt then 
Pimp for he. Hark ye, Sir, what have you been 
doing all this while, but teaching her the way to Cuckold 
ye? ——Take care, Sir; look- before you leap. Yu 
have a tickliſh Point to manage.—-Can you tell, di, 
what's her Quarrel to you now ? | 

Lowe. I can't imagine. I don't remember that ev: 
. I offended her. 

Brufp. That's it, Sir. She reſolves to put your E: 
ſineſs to the Teſt now, that ſhe may with more Secur 
rely upon't hereafter.— Always ſuſpe& thoſe Women 
of Deſigns, that are for ſearching into the — 0 
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their Courtiers; for they certainly intend to try them 


when they're marry'd. « 

Love. How cam'ſt thou ſuch an Engineer in Love? 

Bruſh. J have ſprung ſome Mines in my time, Sir; 
and ſince I have trudg'd ſo long about your amorous 
Meſſages, I, have more Intrigue in the Sole of my Feet, 
than fome Blockheads in their whole Body. 

Live. Sirrah, have yon ever diſcoyer'd any Be- 
haviour in this Lady, to occaſion this ſuſpicious Dif- 
courſe ? 

Bruſh. Sir, has this Lady ever diſcover'd any Be- 
haviour of yours to occaſion this ſuſpicious Quarrel ? 
| believe the Lady has as much of the innate Princi- 
ple of Virtue (as the Gentleman faid) as any Woman : 
But that Baggage, her Attendant, is about raviſhing 
her Lady's Page every Hour, Tis an old Saying, 
Like Maſter, like Man; why not as well, /ike Miſtreſs, 
like Maid? ] 

Love. Since thou art for trying Humours, have with 
you, Madam Lucinda. Beſides, fo fair an Opportunity 
ofers, that Fate ſeem'd to deſign it. Have you left 
the Gentleman at my Lodgings ? 2 

Bruſh. Yes, Sir, and ſent a Porter to his Inn to 
bring his things thither. 


Love. That's right.— Love, like other Diſeaſes, muſt 


ſometimes have a deſperate Cure. The School of Ve- 
zus impoſes the ſtriẽt Diſcipline : And awful Cupid is a 
chaſt ning God: He whips ſeverely. 


Bruſb. No, not if we kiſs the Rod, [Exeunt, 


The End of the Fir Act. 


ACT 
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SCENE, Lovewell's Lodgings. 
Enter Lovewell, Roebuck dreſ'd, and Bruſh, 


L O VEM E EL I. 


D My Conſcience, the fawning Creature loves 
SY, you. | 
PEE C Roeb. Ay, the conſtant Effects of de. 
bauching a Woman are, that fhe infallibly 
23 loves the Man for doing the Buſineſs, and he 

certainly hates her..—-But what Company is ſhe like 
to have at this fame Widow's, Bruſb? 

Bruſh. Oh, the beſt of Company, Sir; a Poet lives 
there, Sir. | — | 

Roeb. They're the worſt Company, for they're ill. 
natur'd. | 

Bruſh. Ah, Sir, but it does no Body any harm : for 
theſe Fellows that get Bread by their Wits are alway: 
ford to eat their Words. They muſt be good ns 
tur'd, ſpite of their Teeth, Sir. "Tis ſaid, he pays 


his Lodging by cracking ſome ſmutty Jeſts with his 


Landlady over-night ; for ſhe's very well pleas'd with 
His Natural Parts. [ Vhile Roeb. and Bruſh talk, Love 
well ſeems to project ſomething by himſelf. 
Roch. What other Lodgers are there? 
Bru. One newly encer'd, a young Squire, juſt come 
from the Univerſity. | 
Roeb A mere Peripatetick, I warrant him. 
A very pretty Family ! a Heathen Philoſopher, an 
Engliſb Poet, and an Lib Whore. Had the Landlady 
but an Highland Piper to join with 'em, ſhe _ 
fs 


* 1 — 1 „ 


Ih. 


loves 


of de- 
allibly 
und he 
e like 


t lives 
re il 
n: for 
always 


yd na- 
> pays 


th his: 


| with 
Love- 


inf 


come 


— 
er, an 
ndiady 
might 

ſer 


Love and a Bottle. IT 


ſet up for a Collection of Monſters- Any body with- 
in?  [S/aps Lovewell on the Shoulder. 

Love. Yes, you are my Friend. All my Thoughts 
were imploy'd about you. In ſhort, I have one Requeſt 
to make, That you would renounce your wild Courſes, 
and lead a ſober Life, as I do. | 

Roch. That I will, if you'll grant me a Boon. 

Love. You ſhall have it, be't what it will. 

Roeb. That you wou'd relinquiſh your preciſe ſober 
Behaviour, and live like a Gentleman, as I do. 

Live, That I can't grant. 

Roeb. Then we're off: 'Tho' ſhou'd your Women prove 
no better than your Wine, my Debaucheries will fall of 
themſelves, for want of Temptation. 

Love. Our Women are worſe than our Wine: Our 
Claret has but little of the French in't, but our Wenches 
have the Devil and all; they are both adulterated: To 
prevent the Inconveniencies of which, I'll provide you 
au honourable Miſtreſs. | 

Reb. An honourable Miſtreſs! What's that? | 

Love. A virtuous Lady, whom you muſt love and court; 
the ſureſt Method of reclaiming you.—As thus: Thoſe ſu- 
perfluous pieces you throw away in Wine, may be laid out. 

Roch. To the Poor? | | 

Love. No, no: In ſweet Powder, Cravats, Garters, 
dnuff. boxes, Ribbons, Coach-hire and Chair-hire. Thoſe 
idle Hours which you-miſpend with lewd ſophiſtieated 
Wenches, muſt be dedicated | | 

Roeb. To the Church ? 

Lowe. No; to the innocent and charming Converſa- 
tion of your virtuous Miſtreſs ; by which means, the twa 
moſt exorbitant Debaucheries, Drinking and W horing, 
will be retrench'd. 

Roch. A very fine Retrenchment truly 


T muft firſt 


deſpiſe the honeſt jolly Converſation at the 'Tavern, for 


the foppiſh, affected, dull, inſipid Entertainment at the 
Chocolate Houſe : muſt quit my Freedom with ingeni- 
ous Company, to harneſs my ſelf to Foppery among the 
fluttering Crowd of Cupid's Livery-Boys. — The tecond 
Article is, That I muſt reſign the Company of lewd 

B Women, 


b 


„7 c rr —„-— rs aw” 9 rr _s 
A — 
oy 


Fare you well, Ned. 
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Women, for that of my innocent Miſtreſs; that is, 7 


muſt change my eaſy natural Sin of Wenchi.'g, to that 
conitrain'd Debauchery of Lying and Swearing. —--The 
many Lies and Oaths that I made to thy Siſter, will 90 
nearer to damn me, than if I had enjoy'd her a hundred 
times over. 

Love. Oh Roebuck! your Reaſon will maintain the 


contrary, when you're in Love. 


Roth. That is, when Pve loſt my Reaſon ; Come, 
come, a Wench, a Wench! a ſoft, white, eaſy, con- 


ſenting Creature! Prithee, Ned, leave Muſtineſs, 


and ſhew me the Varieties of the Town. 

Love. A Wench is the leaſt Variety. —— Look out— 
——dSce What a numerous Train trip along the Street 
there. | [ Pointing outward, 

Roch. Oh Venus! all theſe fine ſtately Creatures !——— 

Runs cut; Love. catches him, and pulls him back, 
Prithee let me go; 'tis a Deed of Charity; I'm quite 


marv'd. T'll juſt take a Snap, and be with you in the 


twinkling As you're my Friend ] muſt go. 

Lve. Then we muſt break for all together. Quits him] 
Fe that will leave his Friend for a Whore, I reckon 
a Commoner in Friendſhip, as in Love. 

Roe. If you ſaw how ill that ſerious Face becomes a 
Fellow of your Years, you would never wear it again, 
Youth is taking in any Maſquerade but Gravity. 

Love. Tho! Lewdͤneſs ſuits much worſe with your 
Circumſtances, Sir. 

Roeb. Ay, theſe Circumſtances! Damn theſe Circum- 
ſances—— There he has ham-firing'd me. This Pover- 
ty, how it makes a Man ineak! — —Well, prithee let's 
Know this deviliſh virtuous Lady. By the Circumſtances 


of my Body, I ſnall ſoon be off or on with her. 


Love. Know then for thy utter Condemnation, that 
ſhe's a Lady of Eighteen, Beautiful, Witty, and nicely 
Virtueus, Co Ted 

Reb. A Lady of Eighteen ! Good — Beautiful! Bet- 
te. — Witty! Beit of all.— Now with theſe 
three Qualifications, if ſhe be nicely virtuous, then I'll 

henceforth 


(| 
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hence forth adore every thing that wears a Petticoat. 
— Witty and Virtuous! Ha, ha, ha. Why, 'tis as 


| Inconſiſtent in Ladies as Gentlemen; and were I to de- 


bauch one for a Wager, her Wit ſhould be my Bawd—— 


Come, come, the forbidden Fruit was pluck'd from the 


Tree of Knowledge, Boy. 

Love. Right But there was a cunninger Devil than 
you to tempt. FI aſſure you, George, your Rheto- 
rick would fail you here; ſhe wou'd worſt you at your 
own Weapons, 

Roeb. Ay, or any Man in England, if ſhe be Eigh- 
teen, as you ſay. | . 
Lede. Have a Care, Friend, this Satyr will get you 
torn in pieces by the Females; you'll fall into Or pheus's 

Fate. 

Roch. Orpheus was a Blockhead, and deſerv'd his Fate. 

Love. Why ? | | 

Roch. Becauſe he went to Hell for a Wife. | 

Love. This happens right. [Afide.] ———But you 
ſhall go to Heaven for a Miſtreſs, you ſhall court this 
Divine Creature. I don't deſire you to fall in Love 
with her; I don't intend you ſhould marry her neither: 
But you muſt be convinc'd of the Chaſtity of the Sex; 
tho' if you ſhould conquer her, the Spoil, you Rogue, 
will be glorious, and infinitely worth the pains in at- 
taining. | | 
Roeb. Ay, but Ned, my Circumſtances, my Circum- 
tances _ 

Love. Come, you ſhan't want Money. 

Noch. Then I dare attempt it. Money is the Sinews 
of Love, as of War. Gad, Friend, thou art the braveſt 
Pimp I ever heard of Well, give me Directions 
to ſail by, the Name of my Port, lade my Pockets, and 
then for the Cape of Good Hope. 

Live. You need no Directions as to the Manner of 
Courtſhip. | 

Roch. No, I have ſeen ſome few Principles, on which 
my Courtſhip's founded, which ſeldom fail. To let a 
Lady rely upon my Modeſty, but to depend my ſelf al- 
together upon my Impudence; to uie a Miſtreſs like a 

B 2 | Deity, 
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Deity in Publick, but like a Woman in Private: To be 
as cautious then of asking an impertinent Queſtion, as 


afterwards of telling a Story; remembring. that the 
Tongue 1s the only Member that can't hurt a Lady'; 


Reputation, tho' touch'd to the tendereſt Part. 


Love. Oh! but to a Friend, George; you'll tell a 
Friend your Succeſs. | 

Roeb. No, not to her very ſelf; it muſt be as private 
as Devotion— No blabbing, unleſs a ſqwawling 
Brat peeps out to tell Tales. — But where lies my 
Courſe? f | . 
Tove. Bruſh ſhall ſhew you the Houſe ; the Lady's 
Name is Lucinda; her Father and Mother dead; ſhe's 


Heireſs to Twelve Hundred a Year : But above all, ob- 


ferve this ; She has a Page which you muſt get on your 
ſide; *tis a very pretty Boy; I preſented him to the 
Lady about a Fortnight ago ; he's your Countryman too; 
he brought me a Letter from my Siſter, which I have 
about me. - Here, you may read it. 

Roeb. Ay, tis her Hand; I know it well; and J al- 
moſt bluſh to ſee it. | | [ Afde. 


| [Reads] 
Dear Brother, 


A Lady of my Acquaintance lately dying, begg'd me, as 

Her laſt Requeſt, to provide for this Boy, who was 
her Page. I hope I have obey'd my Friend's laſt Command, 
and cbliged a Brother, by ſending him to you. Pray diſpoſ- 
of him as much as you can for his Advantage. All Friend: 


are well, and I am | 
Your affectionate Siſter, 


LEANTHE, 
[White he reads, Love. 29/8 to Bruſh, and give: 
bim ſome Directions ſeemingly. 
All Friends are well; Is that all? Not a Word of 
poor Roebuck ? [ wonder ſhe mention'd nothing of 


my Misfortunes to her Brother. But ſhe has forgot me 
already. True Woman ſtill— Well, I may excule 


her, for I am making all the haſte I can to forget 
her, 


Love. 
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Love. Be ſure you have an Eye upon him, and come 
to me preſently at Widow Bullfinch's. [ Aſide to Bruſh. } 
Well, George, you won't communicate your Succeſs * 

Roch. You may gueſs what you pleaſe. I'm as 
merry after a Miſtreſs as after a Bottle. — All Air; brim 
jn!] of Joy, hike a Bumper of Claret ſmiling and ſparkling. 

Lace. Then you'll certainly run over. | 

Rib. No, no, nor thall I drink to any Body 

[ Exeant ſeverally, 


(E NE changes to a Dining-room in Widow Bullfinch's 
Houſe. A Flute and Mufick-book upon the Table; Caje a 
Toys hanging up. 

Later Rigadoon the Dancing maſter, leading in Mockmode 
by both Hands, as teaching him the Minuet; he /ing; 
and Mockmode dances aukwardly ; Club follows. 


Rig, Talmndal—deralm— One — Twom—Tal—g 


=» deral === Coupe — Tal — dal — dera] Very 
well. dal — deral — Wrong —— Tal — dal 
— deral Obſerve Time: —— Very well indeed, 


Sir; you ſhall dance as well as any Man in Enz/2:d ; 
you have an excellent Diſpoſition in your Limbs, Sir -- 
Obſerve me, Sir. . 
Here the Maſter dances a new Minuet; and at every 
Cut Club makes an aukward Imitation, by leaping 


2p. | 
And'fo forth, Sir. 

Moch. l'm afraid we ſhall diſturb my Landlady. 

Rig. Landiady! You muſt have a care of that 
ue i never pardon you, —— Landlady ! Every Woman, 
hom a Counteſs to a Kitchen-wench, is Madam; and 
every Man, from a Lord to a Lacquey, Si. 

Mock. Muſt J then loſe my Title of Squire, Squire 
Meockmede F 

Rig. By all means, Sir; Squire and Fool are the ſame 
thing here. | 

Mock. That's very comical, faith But is there an 
Act of Parliament for that, Mr. Rigadoon ? —— Well, 

B 3 | ſince 


30 Tove and a Bottle. 


ſince I can't be a*Squire, III do as well; I have a great 
Eitate, and want only to be a great Beau, to quali 
me either for a Knight or a Lord. By the Univerſe, 
J have a great mind to bind myſelf Prentice to a 
Beau —— Cou'd I but dance well, puſh well, play upon 
the Flute, and {wear the moſt modiſn Oaths, I wou'd 
let up for Quality wich e'er a young Nobleman of 'em 
all — Pray what are the moiſt faſhionable Oaths in 
Town? Zr, I take it, is a very becoming One. 

Ris. Zoons is only us'd by the Utsbanded Officers and 
Pullies: But Zauns is the Beau's Pronunciation. 

Mock. Zauns ? ; 

Club. Zauns. 

Rig. Yes, Sir, we ſwear as we dance; ſmooth, and 
with a Cadence. Zauns! * I''s harmonious, and 
pleaſes the Ladies, becauſe 'tis foft. — Zauns, Madam 
:5 the only Complement our great Beaux pals on a Lady, 

A7eck. But ſuppole a Lady ſpeaks to me, what muſt J 
ay ? 

Rig. Nothing, Sir —— you muſt take Snuſh, grin, 
and make her an humble Cringe —— Thus: 

i He boxvs Foppiſoly and takes Snuſs; Mockmode 7mi- 

tates him aukawardly; and taking Snufh, Vnbexes. 

Rig. O Lard, Sir, you muſt never ſneeze; tis as un- 
becoming after Orangeree, as Grace after Meat. 

Mock. I thought People took it to clear the Brain. 

Riz. The Beaux have no Brains at all, Sir; their Skull 
is a perfect Snuſh-box ; and I heard a Phyſician ſwear, 
who open'd one of 'em, that the three Diviſions of 
huis Head were fill'd with Orangeree, Bourgamot, and 

Plain-Spaniſh. | 
Moch. Zauns, I muſt ſneeze — [ Sneexes.] — Bleſs 


me. 
Rig. O fie, Mr. Moch mode] What a ruſtical Expreſſion 
that is ! —— Bleſs me ! —— You ſhould upon all ſuch 
Occaſions cry, Dem me. You would be as nauſeou; 
to the Ladies, as one of the old Patriarchs, if you 
us'd that obſolete Expreſſion. 5 

Club. J find, that going to the Devil is very modiſh 
in this Town —— Pray, Maſter Dancing-maſter, what 
Religion may theſe Beaux be of ? Rig. 


ſh 
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Rig. A ſort of Indians in their Religion, they wor- 
ſnip the firſt thing they ſee in the Morning. 

Mock. What's that, Sir? 

Rig. Their own Shadows in the Glafs ; and ſome of em 
ſuch Helliſn Faces, that may frighten 'em into Devotion. 

Meck. Ihen they are Indians right, for they worſhip 
the Devil. "> 

Rig. Then you ſhall be as great a Beau as any of em. 
Put you muſt be ſure to mind your Dancing. 

Mock. Is not Muſick very convenient too: I can 
play the Bells and Maiden Fair already. Alamire, Bi- 
beni, Ceſolfa, Delaſol, Ela, Effaut, Geſalreut. I have 
an all by heart already. But I have been plaguily 
puzz!'d about the Etymology of theſe Notes; and cer- 
tainly a Man cannot arrive at any Perfection, unleſs*he 
anderſtands the Derivation of the Terms. | 1 

Rig. O Lard, Sir, that's ealy. Efaut and Geſol- 
ret were two famous German Muſicians, and the reſt 
were Italians. | | 

Mick, But why are they only ſeven ? 

Rig. From a prodigious Baſs- Viol with ſeven Strings, 
that play'd a Jigg, call'd, the Mufick of the Spheres ; the 
icven Planets were nothing but Fiddle-ftrings. 

Mock. Then your Stars have made you a Dancing- 
maſter ? . N 
Rig, O Lard, Sir, Pythagoras was a Dancing - maſter; 
ne ſhews the Creation to be a Country Dance, where, 
after ſome Antick Changes, all the Parts fell into their 
places, and there they ſtand ready, till the next ſqueak 
of a Philoſopher's Fiddle ſets them a dancing again. 

Club. Sir, here comes the Puſhing-maſter, 

Rig. Then Pi] be gone. But you mult have a care 
of puſhing, 'twill ſpoil the niceneſs of your Steps. Learn 
3 Flourith or two; and that's all a Beau can have oc- 
caſion for. { Exit Rig. 

p Fater Nimblewriſt. | 

Ack. Oh, Mr. Nimblewriſt ! J crave you ten thou- 
end Pardons, by the Univerſe. | 

Nimb. That was a home Thruſt. Good Sir, I hope 
youre for a Breathing this Morning. [Takes dow n oF] 
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— I'll aſſure you, Mr. Mockmode, you will make an ex. 
cellent Swordſman; you're as well ſhap'd for Fencing 
as any Man in Europe, The Duke of Burgundy is juſt 
ef your Make ; he puſhes the fineſt of any Man in 
France. Sa, ſa like Lightning. 

Mock. Pm much in love with Fencing :* But I think 
Backſword is the beſt Play. 

Nimb. Oh Lard, Sir ! 
France, Sir ? 

Moch. No, Sir; but I underſtand the Geography of 
it. — France is bounden on the North with the Rh:ze, 

Numb. No, Sir; a Frenchman is bounded on the 
North with Quart, on the South with Tierce, and ſo 
torth, Tis a noble Art, Sir; and every one that 
wears a Sword is oblig'd by his Tenure to learn. The 
Rules of Honour are engrav'd on my Halt, and my 
Blade muſt maintain em. My Sword's my Herald, and 
the bloody Hand my Coat of Arms. 

Noc. And how long have you profeſs'd this noble Art, 
Sir? 6 | 

Nimb. Truly, Sir, I ſerv'd an Apprenticeſhip to this 
Trade, Sir. | 

Mock. What! are ye a Corporation then? 

Nimb. Ves, Sir; the Surgeons have taken us into 
theirs, becauſe we make ſo much Work for em. 
But, as I was telling you, Sir, I profeſs'd this Science 
till the Wars broke out ; but then, when every body 
got Commiſſions, I put in for one, ſerv'd the Campaigns 
in Flanders; and when the Peace broke out, was dif- 
banded; ſo, among a great many other poor Rogues, 
am forc'd to betake to my old Trade. Now the pub- 
lick Quarrel's ended, I live by private ones. I live 
ſtill by dying, as the Song goes, Sir. While we have 
_ Engliſh Courage, French Honour, and Spaniſb Blades a- 
mong us, I ſhall live, Sir. | 

Mock. Surely your Sword and Skill did the King great 
Service abroad. 

Nimb. Yes, Sir; I kill'd above fifteen of our own 
Officers by private Duels in the Camp, Sir; — 'em 
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fairly 3 kill'd 'em thus, Sir,. — $a, fa, ſa, fa, Par y, 


- WH parry, parry. —— 
; [ He puſhes Mockmode on the Ribs; he ftrikes Nimble- 
. . wriſt over the Head, and breaks the Foil. | 
Club. What's the Name of that Thruſt, pray, Sir? 
B Nimb. Oh Lard, Sir! he did not touch me, not in the 
leaſt, Sir, the Foil was crack'd, a palpable Crack. 
7o [ Blood runs down his Face. 


Club, A very palpable Crack, truly. Your Skull is 
of only crack'd, palpably crack'd, that's all. 
Mock. Well, Sir, if you pleaſe to teach me my Ho- 


* nours—— My Dancing-maſter has forbid me any more, 
o leſt I ſhould diſcompole my Steps. 
at Nimb, Your Dancing-maſter is a Blockhead, Sir. 
he Enter Rigadoon. 
1y Rig. I forgot my Gloves, and fo ——— 5 
ad Mock. Oh Sir ! he calls you Blockhead, by the Uni- 
verie. 
rt, Rig. Zauns, Sir [ Foppi/hly. 
Nimb. Joons, Sir Bluffhly. 
is Rig. J have more Wit in the ſole of my Foot, than 


you have in your whole Body. | 

Nimb. Ay, Sir; you Caperers dance all your Brains 
\to into your Heels, which makes you carry ſuch empty 
_ Noddles. Your Rational's revers'd, carrying your Un- 
ice derſtandings in your Legs. Your Wit is the perfect An- 

dy tipodes to other Mens. | 
gns | Rig. And what are you, good Monſieur fa, ſa? Stand 
lif. upon your Guard, Mr. Mockmode, he's the greatelt fal- 
ies, bier in his Art; he'll fill your Head ſo full of French 
ub- Principles of Honour, that you won't have one of Ho- 
ive neſty left. His Breaſt-plate there he calls the Butt of 
ave . Honour; at which all the Fools in the Kingdom ſhoot, 

LE and not one can hit the Mark. 
 Nimb. You talk of Robin Hod, who never ſhot in 
reat lis Bow, Sir—You Dancers are the Battledors of the Na- 
s tion, that toſs the light ſoppiſh Shuttlecocks to and agen, to 
get your ſelves in heat,-------Have a caze, Mr. Meckmodt ; 
this Fellow will make a mere Graſhopper of you----Sir, - 
jure the grand Pimp to Foppery and Lewdneſs; _ 
B 5 | the 
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the Devil and a Dancing-Maſter, dance a Corante over 
the whole Kingdom. | 

Rig. A Pimp, Sir! What then, Sir? I engage Cay. 
ples into the Bed of Love, but you match em into the 
Bed of Honour. We only juggle People out of thei 
Chaſtity, but you cheat 'em out of their Lives. We ſhall 
have you, Mr. Moch mode, grinning in the Bed of Honour, 
as if you laugh'd at the Fool who muſt be hang'd for 
you. Which is beſt, Mr. Nimblexwrift, an eaſie Mi. 
nuet, or a Tyburn Jigg ? | 

Nimb. Don't provoke my Sword, Sir, left tha: 
Art you ſo revile ſhou'd revenge it ſelf ; for every 
one of you that live by Dancing, ſhou'd Die by Puſh. 
ing, Sir. 

Rig, And every Man that lives by Puſhing, ſhoud 
die Dancing, I take it. 

Nimb. Zoons, Sir! What d'ye mean? 

Rig. Nothing, Sir; — Tall-----dal-----deral., Das. 
C45, Jann This takes the Ladies, Mr. Dockmode z this 
runs away with all the great Fortunes in the "Town, 
Fho' you be a Fool, a Fop, a Coward, dance well, and 
you captivate the Ladies. The moving a Man's Limb: 
pliantly, does the Buſineſs. If you want a Fortune, 
come to me. — Tall—-dal- dera! [ Dances 


fans . — = & I fed 


Nimb. No, no, to me, Sir ſa.—-ſa-— does your 
Buſineſs fooneſt with a Woman: A clean and many 
Extenſion of all your parts--Ha---Carrying a true Point 
is the matter. Sa, 4a, fa; is; Defend your ſelf 

[ Puſpes at Rigadoon, who Dances and Sings, retirii; 

off the Stage. 
Enter Bullfinch. 

Bull. Oh Goodneſs! What a Room's here! Cov! 
not Fellows wipe their Feet before they came up? And 
here's ſuch a tripping and fuck a ſtamping, that they hare 
broke down all the Cieling. You Dancing and Fencing 
Maſters have been the Downfal of many Houle, 
Get out of my Doors; my Houſe was never in ſucl 
a pickle. —— You Country Gentlemen, newly come 
do London, like your own Spaniels out of a Pond, mut 
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he ſhaking the Water off, and beſpatter every body a- 
bout you. 


[ Mockmode having taken Snuſh, efering. ts 


ſneeze, ſnezes in her Face. 


Mack, Zauns, Madam {| Sneezes, ]— Bleſs me 
Dem me, I mean. 

Bull. He's tainted. Theſe curſed Flies have blown 
upon him already. | | 

Mock. Sa, fa, Defend Flankonade, Madam. 

Bull. Ah, Mr. Mockmode, my Puſhing and Dancing 
Days are done But I had a Son, Mr. Moch mode, that 
wou'd match you Ah, my poor Rabin! He dy d 
of an Apoplexy; he was as pretty a young Man as ever 
ſep'd into a black Leather Shoe; He was as like you, 
Mr. Moczmode, as one Egg is like another; he dy'd 
like an Angel But I am fure he might 
have recover'd but for the Phyſicians —— Oh theſe 
Doctors, theſe Doctors! 

Meck. Bleſs the Doctors, I fay ; for! believe they kill'd 
my honeſt old Father. 

Bull. Ay, that's true If my Robin Had left me an 
Eſtate, I ſhould have ſaid ſo too. [ Cries. 

Meck. Zauns, Madam, you muſt not be melancholy, 
Madam. 

Bull. Well, Sir, I hope you'll give us the Beverage 
of your fine Cloaths. I'Il aſſure you, Sir, they fit you 
very well, and I Ike your Fancy mightily. 

Mock. Ay, ay, Madam. But what's molt modiſh for 
Leverage ? For, I ſuppoſe, the Faſhion of that alters * 
the Cloaths. 

Bull. The Taylors are the beſt Judges of that 
But Champaigne, I ſuppoſe. 

Mock. Is Champaigne a Taylor? Now, methinks, that 
were a fitter Name for a Wig-maker. I think they 
al my Wig a Champaigne. 

Bull, Vou' re clear out, Sir, clear out. Champaigne 
is a fine Liquor, which all your great Beaux drink to 
make 'em wilty. 
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Moch. Witty ! Oh, by the Univerſe, I muſt be witty; 
2'1l drink nothing elſe ; I never was witty in all my 
Lite. I love Jokes dearly. —— Here, Club, bring us a 
Bottle of —what d'ye call it? — the witty Liquor, 

Bull. But I thought all you that were bred at the 
Univerſity ſhou'd be Wits naturally. 

Meck. The quite contrary, Madam, there's no ſuch 
thing there. We dare not have Wit there, for fear of 
being counted Rakes. Your ſolid Philoſophy is all read 
there, which 1s clear another thing. But now I will be 
a Wit, by the Univerſe. I muſt get acquainted with 
the great Poets, Landlady, you muſt introduce me. 

Bull. Oh dear me, Sir; Wou'd you ruin me? I in- 
troduce you ! No Widow dare be ſeen with a Poet, for 
tear ſhe ſhould be thought to keep him. 

Mock. Keep him! What's that? They keep nothing 
but Sheep in the Country: I hope, they don't fleece the 
Wits. 

Bull. Alas, Sir, they have no Fleeces ! there's a 
great Cry, but little Wool. However, if you wou'd 
be acquainted with the Poets, I can prevail with a 
Gentleman of my Acquaintance to introduce you; tis 
one Lovervell, a fine Gentleman that comes here ſome- 
times. 

Mock. Lowenvell ! By the Univerſe, my Rival; I heard 
of him in the Country: This puts me in mind of my 
Mutreſs Zauns, I'm certainly become a Beau al- 
ready ; for I was fo in love with my ſelf, I quite for- 
got her. I have a Note in my Pocket-book to find 
ner out by. 

[Pulis out a large Pocket-Book ; turning over the 
Leaves, reads to himſelf. 
Six-pence for waſhing -—— T'wo-pence to the Maid. 


—Six-pence for Snuſh-----One Shilling for Butter'd Ale. 


By the Univerſe, I have loſt the Directions 
Hark ye, Madam, does this ſame Loweawe!l come often 
here, ſay you? 

Bull. Yes, Sir, very often There's a Lady of his Ac- 
quaintance, a Lodger in the Houſe juſt now. 


— 
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Moc. A Lady of his Acquaintance, a Lodger in the 
Houſe juſt now ! of his Acquaintance, do you ſay? 

Bull. Yes, and a pretty Lady too. 

Mock. And he comes often here, you ſay. By the U- 
niverſe, ſhou'd I happen to lodge in the ſame Houſe 
with my Miſtreſs —Igad, it muft be the ſame. Can 
you tell the Woman's N ame? — Stay — Is her Name 
Lucinda ? 

Bull. Perhaps it may, Sir ; but I believe ſhe's a Wiz 
dow, for ſhe has a young Son, and I'm ſure tis legi- 
fimately begotten 3; for it is the braveſt Child you ſhall 
ſee in a Summer s Day: tis not like one of our puling 
Brats of the Town here, born with the Diſeaſes of half 
a dozen Fathers about it. 

Mock. By the Univerſe, I don't remember whether my 
Miſtreſs is Maid or Widow : But a Widow, ſo much the 


better; for all your London Widows are deviliſh rich, they 


ſay. She came in a Coach, did ſhe not, Madam: 

Bull. Yes, Sir, yes 

Mock. Then *tis infallibly ſhe — Does ſhe not al- 
ways go out in her Coach? 

Bull. She has. not ſtirr'd abroad fince ſhe came, Sir. 

Mock. Oh, I was told ſhe was very reſerv'd, tho' 'tis 
very much of a Widow. I have often heard my Mo- 
ther ſay, that fitting at Home and Silence-were very be- 
coming in a Maid; and the has often chid my Siſter Do- 
rothy T gadding out to the Meadows, and tumbling 
among the Cocks with the Hay-makers. Igad, I'm 
the moſt lucky Son of a Whare; I was wrapt in the 
Tail of my Mother's Smock, Landlady, 

Enter Servant. 

Bull. Oh, but this Lady, Sir. 

Ser. Madam, here's a Gentleman below wants to ſpeak 
with you inſtantly. 

Bull. With me, Child! Sir, I'll wait on you in a Mi- 
nute. [Exit with Servant. 
Enter Club ævith Wine and Glaſſes. 

Mock. Is that the witty Liquor? Come, fill the Glaſſes. 
Now that I have found my Miſtreſs, I muſt next find 


my Wits. bd 
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Club. So you had need, Maſter ; for they that find 3 
Miftreſs, are generally out of their Wits. ' 

[ Gzves him a Glaſs, 

Mock. Come, fill your ſelf. [They jingle and drink, 
But where's the Wit now, Club? Have you found it? 

Club. Igad, Maſter, I think 'tis a very good Jeſt. 

Mock. What? : 

Club. What! why drinking. You'll find, Maſter, 
that this ſame Gentleman in the Straw Doublet, thi; 
fame Vill i'th l pip, is a Wit at the Bottom. [ Fills. — 
Here, here, Maſter; how it puns and quibbles in the 
Glaſs ! ” | 

Mock. By the Univerſe, now I have it; the Wit lies 
in the Jingling : All Wit conſiſts moſt in Jingling. Hear 
how the Glaſſes rhyme to one another. 

Club. What, Maſter, are theſe Wits ſo apt to claſh ? 

| [ 7 ingle the Glaſſes. 

Moch. Oh by the Univerſe, by the Univerſe, this is 
Wit [Breaks em.] My Landlady is in the right. —— 
J have often heard there was Wit in breaking Glaſſes. It 
would be a very good Joke to break the Flask now. 

Club. J find then that this ſame Wit is very brittle 
Ware. — But I think, Sir, twere no Joke to ſpill the 
Wine. | 

Meck. Why, there's the Jeſt, Sirrah ; all Wit conſiſts 
in loſing ; there was never any thing got by't. I fancy 
this ſame Wine is all fold at Vill's Coftee-houſe. Do 
you know the way thither, Sirrah? I long to ſee Mr. 
Comick and Mr. Tagrhime, with the reſt of *em. I 
wonder how they look! Certainly theſe Poets muſt have 
ſomething extraardinary in their Faces. Of all the 
Raritiesin the Town, I long to ſee nothing more than 
the Poets, and Bedlam Come in, Clab; 1 muſt go 
practiſe my Honours — Tal — dal —deral — 


[Exit dancing, and Club toping. 


Enter Lovewell and Bullfinch. 
Bull. Oh, Mr. Loweavel/! you come juſt in the nick; 
T was ready to ſpoil all. by telling him the was a 
Stranger, and juſt now come. 
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Love. Well, dear Madam, be cautious for the future; 
'tis the moſt fortunate Chance that ever befel me. 
ITwere convenient we had the other Lodgers of our 
ſide. 

Bull. There's no Body but Mr. Lyrick ; and you had as 
ſafely tell a Story over a Groaning-cheele, as to him, 

Love. How fo? 

Bull. Why, you muſt know, that he has been Lying- 
in theſe four Months of a Play; ; and he has got all the 


Muſes about him; a Parcel of the moſt tattling Goſſips. 


Lowe. Come, come; no more words; but to our Bu- 
ſineſs. I will certainly reward you. But have you any 
good Hopes of its ſucceeding ? 

Bull. Very well of the Squire's fide. But I'm a- 
frad your Widow will never play her part, ſhe's fo 
mk and ſo ſullen. 

Love. Go you and inſtruct ey while I manage Affairs 
abroad. 

Bull. She's always raving of one Roebuck, Prithee, 
who is this ſame Roebuck ? — Ah, Mr. Loveavell, 
I'm afraid this Widow of yours is ſomething elſe at the 
Bottom; I'm afraid there has been a Dog in the Well. 

[ Exit. 


Enter Bruſh. 
Love. So, Sirrah, where have you left the Gentle- 
man ? 
Bruſh. In a Friend's Houle, Sir. 
Love. What Friend? 
Bruſh. Why, a Tavern. 
Love. What took him there? 
Bruſh, A Coach, Sir. 
Love. How d'ye mean ? 
Bruſh. A Coach and Six, Sir, no leſs, I'll aſſure you, 
Sir. 
Love. A Coach and Six | 
Brig. Ves, Sir, ſix Whores and a carted Bawd. He 
pick d em all up in the Street, and is gone with this 
ſplendid Retinue into the Sun by Covent- Garden. I 
ask'd him what he meant? He told me, he only 
wanted to whet, when the very Sight of 'em turn'd 
my Stomach, Live 
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Love. The Fellow will have his ſwing, tho' he hang 
fort, However, run to him, and bid him take the 


Name of Moc mode; call himſelf Mockmode upon all 


Occaſions; and tell him, that he ſhall find me here a- 
bout Four in the Afternoon — Ask no Queſtions, but 


f/ [Exit Bruſh. ] So: — His uſurping that Name gives 


him a Title to court Lucinda, by which I ſhall diſcover 
her Inclination to this Mockmode, whoſe coming to 
Town has certainly occaſion'd her Quarrel with me; 
while I ſetthe Hound himſelf upon a wrong Scent, and 
ten to one provide for Miſtreſs Trudze by the Bar- 
gain. Tis ſaid, one can't be a Friend and a Lover; 


But oppoſite to that, this Plot ſhall prove, 


PI] ſerve my Friend by what affifts my Love. [ Exit. 


The End of the Second Act. 


aer 
SCE N E, Lucinda's Hoſe. 
Enter Leanthe ſola, drz/#d like a Page, 


thinks this Livery ſuits ill my Birth; but 
5 FSlave to Love, I muſt not diſobey ; his Ser- 
vice is the hardeſt Vaſſalage, forcing the 
| Powers Divine to lay their Godſhips down 
ee to be more Gods, more happy here below — 
Thus I, poor Wanderer, have left my Country, dit- 


guis'd my felf ſo much, I hardly know whether this 


Habit, or my Love, be blindeſt; to follow one, per- 


haps, who loves me not, tho' every Breath of his ſoft 


Words was Paſſion, and every Accent Love. Oh Roe 


buck!  ['reeps. 


| Enter Roebuck. 
Roeb. This is the Page, Love's Link-Boy, that e 
| light 
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light me the Way-—— How now, pretty Boy ; has your 


Lady beaten you? ha! —— This Lady mult be a Venus, 


for ſhe has got a Cp: in her Family. Tis a wondrous 
pretty Boy—[ Leanthe farts, and ftares at him.] but a 
very comical Boy —— What the Devil does he ſtare at? 

Lean. Oh Heav'ns! is the Object real, or are my 
Eyes falſe? Is that Roebuck ? or am I Leanthe? I'm 
afraid he's not the ſame; and too ſure I'm not my fell— 
Alide. ] [ Yeeps. 

Roch. What Offence could ſuch pretty Innocence com- 
mit, to deſerve a Puniſhment to make you cry ? 

Lean. Oh Sir! a wondrous Offence. 

Roe. What was it, my Child ? | 

Lean. I prick'd my Finger with a Pin, till I made it 
bleed. | | 

Roeb. Such little Boys as you ſhould have a care of 
ſharp things. 

Lean. Indeed, Sir, we ought ; for it prick'd me ſo 
deep, that the Sore went to my very Heart. 


Roeb. Poor Boy! here's a Plaſter for your ſore Fin- , 


ger. f [ Gzves him Gold. 
Lean. Sir, you had beſt keep it for a fore Finger. 
[ Returns it. 

Roeb. O' my Conſcience the Boy's witty, but not very 
wiſe in returning Gold Come, come, you ſhall take 
it. | [ Forces it upon him, and khifſes him. 

Lean. That's the fitter Cure for my fore Fingern 
The ſame dear Lips ſtill, Oh that the Tongue within 
them were as true Aide. 

Rocb. By Heav ns, this Boy has the ſofteſt Pair of Lips 
Jever taſted. I neer found before, that Ladies kiſs d 
their Pages; but now if this Rogue were not too young. 
I ſhou' d ſuſpect he were before - hand with me. Egad, I 
mult kiſs him again Come, you ſhall take the 
Money. Kies. 

Lean. Oh how he bribes me into Bribery ! Aſide.] But 
what muſt I do with this Money, Sir? 

722 You muſt get a little Miſtreſs, and treat her 
with it. 

Lean, Sir, J have one Miſtreſs already; and, they ſay, 

| no 
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no Man can ſerve two Maſters, much leſs two Miſtreſles, 
How many Miſtreſſes have you, pray ? | 

Roch. Umh! I gad, the Boy has pos'd me==— How 
many, Child? Why, let me ſee----There was Mrs. Mag, 
Mrs. Margaret, Mrs. Lucy, Mrs. Saſan, Mrs Judy, and 
jo forth; to the number of five and twenty, or there. 
abouts. | 

Lean. O ye Powers! and did you love them all? 

Roeb. Yes, deſperately- -----I wou'd have drank and 
fought for any one of 'em: I have ſworn and ly'd 9 
every one of em, and have lain with 'em all: That's 
for your Encouragement, Boy. Learn betimes, Vouth; 
young Plants ſhou'd be water'd. Your Smock-Face ws 
made tor a Chamber Utenſil. 

Lean. And did not one eſcape ye? 

Roeb. Yes, one did-----the Devil take her. 

Lean. What, don't you love her then? 

Raeb. No, faith; but I bear her an amorous Grudge 
ſtill ; ſomething between Love and Spite. - I could kill 
her with Kindneſs, i | 

Lean. I don't believe it, Sir; you cou'd not be 0 
hard-hearted, ſure : Her honourable Paſſion, I think, 
ſhou'd pleaſe you beſt. ” 

Roeb. O Child! Boys of your Age are continually 
reading Romances, filling your Heads with that old Bom- 
baſt of Love and Honour : But when you come to my 
Years, you'll underſtand better things. 

Lean. And mutt I be a falſe treacherous Villain, when 
I come to your Years, Sir? Is Falſhood and Perjury eſſen- 
tial to the perfect State of Manhood: 8 : 

Roeb, Pſhaw, Children and old Men always talk thus 

fooliſhly You underſtand nothing, Boy. 
| Lean. Yes, Sir, I have been in Love, and much mere 
than you, I perceive, | | 

Roeb. It appears then, that there's no Service in the 
World ſo educating to a Boy, as a Lady's------By Fo, 
this Spark may be older than I imagine. Hark ye, Sir; 
do you never pull off your Lady's Shoes and Stockings! 
Do you never reach her the----Pincuſhion ? Do you _ 

it 
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{: on her Bed - ſide, and ſing to her? Ha! Come, tell 
me, that's my good Boy. [ Makes much of him. 

Lean. Ves, I do ling her afleep ſometimes. 

Roch. But do you never waken her again? 

Lean, No, but I conſtantly wake my ſelf ; my Reſt's 
ways diſturb'd by Viſions of the Devil. 

Recb. Who wou'd imagine now, that this young Shaver 
cou d dream of a Woman fo ſoon ? ------- But what Songs 
does your Lady delight in moiſt ? | 

Lean. Paſſionate ones, Sir; I'll ſing you one of em, 
if vow'll ſtay. 5 : 

Reb. With all my Heart, my little Cherubim. The 
Rogue is fond of ſhewing his Parts. -—— Come, begin, 


A S O N G: Set by Mr. Richardſon. 


| 4 | 
2 WW bleſſed are Lowers in Difquijc ! 
5 Like Gods they ſee, 
As ds thee, 
Unſeen by humane Eyes, 
Eæpos d to view, 
DP m hid from you, 
m alter'd, yet the ſame? 
The Dark conceals me, 
Lowe reveals me; 


Love, which lights me by its Flame, 


IT, 
Were you not falſe, you wwon'd me now 3 
For tho your Eyes 
| Could not deviſe, 
Your Heart had told you fi. 
Your Heart auou d beat 
Vith eager Heat, 
And me by Sympathy æucu d find : 
True Love might jee 
One chan d like me, 
Falſe Love is only blind. 
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Roeb. Oh my little Angel in Voice and Shape 8 
[K:/es her.] I cou'd wiſh my ſelf a Female for thy 
a ke | : 


Lean. You're much better as you are for my ſake. not 
| 5 85 [ Aſide, Pl 
Roeb. Or if thou wert a Woman, I wou'd in. 


Lean. What would you? marry me? would you mar. 
me ? | 
Roeb. Marry you, Child! no, no; I love you too wel 
for that, you ſhould not have my Hand, but all my Body 
at once. But to our Buſineſs : Is your Lady at home! 
Lean. My Lady! What Buſineſs have you with my 
Lady, pray Sir? 
Reb. Don't ask Queſtions. You know Mr. Lovears!! 
Lean. Yes, very well. He's my great Friend, and one 
I wou'd ſerve above all the World but his Siſter 
Ryeb. His Sifter !!»— Ha, that gives me a Twinge tc: 
my Sin — Pray, Mr. Page, was Leanthe well When 
you left her ? | | 
Lean. Yes, Sir; but wondrohs melancholy, by the 
Departure of a dear Friend of hers to another World. 
_Roeb. Oh, that was the Perſon mention'd in her Let. 


_—— Departure occaſion'd your Departure for Ex- ” 
Ad. 

Lean, That was the Occaſion of my coming, too ſure, I 
Sir: Oh, *twas a dear Friend to me! the Loſs makes b 
me WEEP. 


Bod. Poor wwder:heaned Credtiars f -—But 1 fill fins Ml + 
there was not a Word of me — Pray, good Boy, let 


6 

your Miſtreſs know, here's one to wait on her. i 
Lean. Vour Buſineſs is from Mr. Loveabell, J ſuppoſe, \ 

Sir. | 7 
Roeb. Yes, yes. h 
Lean. Then I'll go. [ Exit, 


\ Roeb. I have thrown my Caſt, and am fairly in foi't. 
But a'n't I an impudent Dog? Had I as much Gold in | 
my Breeches, as Braſs in my Face, I durit attempt a 
Whole Nunnery. This Lady is a reputed Virtue, of good | 
Fortune and Quality ; I am a rakehelly Raſcal, not worth | 
a Groat; and, without any farther Ceremony, am go- 


ng 
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| ing to debauch her. But hold She does not 
1 know that I'm this rakehelly Raſcal; and I know that 
hy ſhe's a Woman, one of Eighteen too; beautiful, witty. 
—— O' my Conſcience, upon ſecond- Thoughts, I am 

not ſo impudent neither. Now as to my Management, 


2 1'il firſt try the whining Addreſſes, and fee if ſhell bleed 
in the ſoft Vein. 5 ö 


ar- Enter Lucinda, 
Luc. Have you any Buſineſs with me, Sir? 
ell Rocb. Thus look'd the Forbidden Fruit, luſcious and 
dy tempting. Tis ripe, and will ſoon fall, if one will 
[4 ſhake the Tree. | [ Lage. 
my Luc. Have you any Buſineſs with me, Sir? | 
| Comes nearer. 

40. Roeb. Ves, Madam, the Bus'neſs of Mankind; to 
"Ne adore you My Love, like my Blood, circulates thro' 
— my Veins, and at every Pulſe of my Heart animates me 
{cr with a freſh Paſſion Wonder not, Madam, at the 
en Power of your eyes, whole pointed Darts have ſtruck on 

a young and tender Heart, Which they eaſily pierced, 
the and which, unaccuſtom'd to ſuch Wounds, finds the 
| Smart more painful. | 
et. Lean. peeps.) Oh Traytor ! Juſt ſuch Words he ſpake 
Ls to me. 


Luc. Hey day! I was never ſo attack'd in all my 
Life, In Love with me, Sir! Did you ever ſee me 
before ? | 

Roeb. Never, by Tove. [Aide] Oh, ten thouſand 
times, Madam. Your lovely Idea is always in my View, 
either aſleep or awake, eating or drinking, walking, 
ſitting, or ſtanding ; alone, or in Company, my Fancy 
wholly feeds upon your dear image, and every Thought 
i: Yol-—Now have I told about fifteen Lyes in a 
Breath, | [Alide. 

Luc. J ſuppoſe, Sir, you are ſome conceited young 
Scribler, who has got the Benefits of a firſt Play in your 
Pocket, and are now going a Fortune- hunting. 

Roeb. But why a Scribler, Madam? Are my Cloaths 
lo coarſe, as if they were ſpun by thoſe lazy Spinſters 
the Mufes? Does the Parting-of my Fore-top _ ſo. 

| in, 


46 Love and a Bottle. 


thin, as if it reſembled the two wither'd Tops of Par. 
nafſus * Do you lee any thing peculiarly whimſical or 
ill- natur'd in my Face? Is my Countenance ftrain'd, as 
if my Head were diſtorted by a Strangury of Thought? 
Is there any thing proudly, ſlovenly, or affectedly care. 
leſs in my Dreis? Do my Hands look like Paper. 
Moths ? I think, Madam, I have nothing Poetical abou; 
me. 

Luc. Yes, Sir, you have Wit enough to talk like a 
Fool; and are Fool enough to talk like a Wit, 

Roeb. You calld me Poet, Madam, and I know 19 
better way of Revenge, than to convince you that I am 
one by my Impudence. [Oger to kiſs her Hand, 

Luc. Ihen make me a Copy of Verſes upon that, Sir. 

Hits him on the Ear, and exit. 
Leanthe entring. 

Lean. How d'ye like the Subject. Sir? 

Roeb. "Tis a very copious one Sling. J—— It ha, 
made my jolls rhyme in my Head. This it is to be 
thought a Poet; every Minx mult be caſting his Profel. 
ſion in his Teeth. What! gone! 

Lean. Ay, ſhe knows that making Verſes requires So- 
litude and Retirement. | 

Rocb. She certainly was afraid J intended to beg leave 
to dedicate ſomething --———- If ever I make Love like 
a Poetical Fool again, may I never receive any Favour 
but a Subject for a Copy of Veries. 

Re-enter Lucinda. 
Ee 4 I won't diſmiſs him _ for fear he Lampoon 
e. [LA ſide.] — Well, Sir, have you done them? 

"cs. Yes, Madam, will you pleaſe to read? 

[ Catches her, and kifjes her three or four time: 

Lean. Oh Heaven f I can never bear it. I muſt de- 
viſe ſome Means to part 'em. [Exit 

Luc. Sir, your Verſes: are too rough and conſtrain'd. 
However, becauſe I gave the Occaſion, III en What's 

alt. 
g Noeb. By the Lord, ſhe was angry only becauſe I did 
not make the ſirſt Offer to her Lips, 14 de. 1 — Then, 
Madam, the Peace is concluded ? 


Luc. 


% 
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=. Luc. Yes, and therefore both Parties ſhould draw out 
ON! of the Field. | : [ Going. 
1 Reb. Not till we make Repriſals. I make Peace with 
$ Sword in Hand, Madam ; and till you return my 
Heart which you have taken, or your own in Exchange, 
5 I will not put up. And ſo, Madam, I proclaim open 
1 War again. [ Catches her. 
Enter Leanthe. 
4 Lean. Oh Madam! yonder's. poor little Crab, your 


Lap-dog, has got his Head between two of the Window- 
no bars, and is lik'd to be ſtrangled. 


Fo. [ The Dog howls behind the Scenes, 
'd Luc. Oh Lard, my poor Crabby! I muſt run to the 
5 Reſcue of my poor Dog; I'll wait on you inſtantly. 
it. Come, come, Page — Poor Crabby ! | 
Exit 207th Leanthe. 


Roeb. Oh the Devil choak Crabby / Well, I find 
has there's much more Rhetorick in the Lips than the 
be Tongue. — Had Buſs been the firſt Word of my 
el Courtſhip, I might have gain'd the Out- works by this. 

Impudence in Love is like Courage in War; tho' both 


S0. blind Chances, becauſe Women and Fortune rule them. 
ave Re-enter Leanthe. 

ihe Lean. Sir, my Lady begs your Pardon; there's ſome- 
gur thing extraordinary happen'd, which prevents her wait- 


ing on you, as ſhe promis'd. : 
Roeb. What, has Monſieur Crabby rubb'd ſome of the 
oon . Hairs off his Neck ? has he diſorder'd his pretty Ears? 
she won't come again then? | 
Lean. No, Sir, you mult excule her. 
7 Roch. Then I'll go and be drunk Hark'e, 
de- irtah, I have half a dozen delicious Creatures waiting 
tor me at the Sun; you fall along with me, and have 
your Choice, I'll enter you into the School of Venus, 
Child. Tis time you had loſt your Maidenhead, you're 
too old for Play-things. | 
Lean. Oh Heavens! I had rather he ſhou'd ſtav, than 
go there. ¶ Afde, ] But why will you keep ſuch Com- 
pany, Sir? e 


Roc b. 
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Rocb. Nay, if you're for Advice, farewell: 


Iſen of ripe Under/ianding fhou'd always deſpiſe 
What Babes only practiſe, and Dotards adwie. 
| [Exit finging, 


Lean. Wild as Winds, and unconfin'd as Air. — Yet 
I may reclaim him. His Follies are weakly founded, 
upon the Principles of Humour, where the very Foun- 
dation helps to undermine the Structure. How charm. 
ing would Virtue look in him, whoſe Behaviour can 
add a Grace to the Unſeemlineſs of Vice ! 

Enter Lucinda. 
Luc. What, is the Gentleman gone? 
Lear. Yes, Madam. He was inſtantly taken ill with 
a violent Pain in his Stomach, and was forc'd to hurry 
away in a Chair to his Lodging. 

Luc. Oh poor Gentleman! He's one of thoſe con- 
ceited Fools, that think no Female can reſiſt their Temp- 
tations. Blockheads, that imagine all Wit to conſiſt in 
blaſpheming Heaven and Women Pl feed his Va. 
nity, but ſtarve his Love. 


Aud may all Coxcombs meet no better Fate, 
Who doubt our Ses Virtue, or dare prompt our Hate. 
[ Ext, 


SCENE TLyrick's Chamber in Widow Bullfinch'; 
HouJe ; Papers ſcatter'd about the Table, himſelf it 
ting writing in a Night Gown and Cap. 

Lyr, Two as good Lines as ever were written — 
Riſing. ] Igad I ſhall maul theſe Topping Fellows. 
Says Mr. Lee, 

Let there be not one Glimps, one Starry Spark, 

But Gods meet Gods, and juſtie in the Dark. 


Says little Lyrick, 
Let all the Lights be burnt out to a Snuff, 
And Gods meet Gods, and flay at Blind-man' suff. 
Very well! | 
Let Gods meet Gods, and fo all out and of. 
| | hats 


"hat's 
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That's much mended. They're as noble Lines as &er 
were penn'd. Oh ! here comes my damn'd Muſe ; I am 
always in the Humour of writing Elegy, after a little 
of ker Inſpiration. | | 

Enter Bullfinch. 

Bull. Mr. Lyric, what do you mean by all this? Here 
you have lodg'd two Years in my Houſe, promis d me 
Eighteen-pence a Week for your Lodging, and I have 
ne'er receiv'd eighteen Farthings, not the Value of that, 


Mr. Lyrick.” ¶ Snaps with her Fingers. ] You always put me 


off with telling me of your Play, your Play 
Sir, you ſhall play no more with me, I'm in earneſt, 

Ljr. This living on Love is the deareſt Lodging — 
a Man's eternally dunn'd, tho' perhaps he has leſs of 
one ready Coin than t'other. — There's more Trou- 
ble in a Play than you imagine, Madam. 

Bull. There's more Trouble with a Lodger than you 
think, Mr, Lyrick. | | 

Lyr. Firſt, there's the Decorum of Time. | | 

Bull Which you never obſerve, for you keep the ve- 
ry worſt Hours of any Lodger in Town. 

Lyr. Then there's the Exactneſs of Characters 

6 And you have the moſt ſcandalous one I ever 
heard, „ | 

Lyr. Then there's laying the Drama. : 

Bull. Then you foul my Napkins and Towels. 

Lyr. Then there are Preparations of Incidents, work- 


ing the Paſſions, Beauty of Expreſſion, Cloſeneſs of Plot, 


Juſineſs of Place, Turn of Language, opening the Ca- 


taſtrophe. 

Bull. Then you wear out my Sheets, burn my Fire and 
Candle, dirty my Houſe, eat my Meat, deſtroy my 
Drink, wear out my Furniture I have lent you 
Money out of my Pocket. 


Hr. Was ever poor Rogue ſo ridden? If ever the 


Muſes had a Horſe, 1 am he. 


Faith, Madam, poor 
Pegaſus is jaded. 


Bull. Come, come, Sir, he ſhan't ſlip his Neck out of 


tie Collar, for all that. Money I will have, and Money 
| muſt have; let your Play and you both be damn'd. 
| C Jr. 
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Hr. Well, Madam, my Bookſeller is to bring me ſome 
twenty Guineas for a few Sheets of mine preſently, which 
I hope will free me from your Sheets. 

Bull. My Sheets, Mr. Lyrick ! Pray what d'ye mean? 
PII aflure you, Sir, my Sheets are finer than any of yuur 
Muſes ipmning—— Marry come up. 

Jr. Faith you have ſpun me fo fine, that you have 


almoſt crack d my Thread of Life, as may appear by my 


Spindle-ſhanks. ; 

Bull. Why ſure Where was your Thalia and your 
Melpomene, when the Taylor would have ſtripped you of 
your Silk Waiſtcoat, and have clapp'd you on a Stone 


Doublet? Would all your golden Verſes have paid the 


Serjeant's Fees ? 

Lyr. Truly, you freed me from Gaol, to confine me in 
a Dungeon; you did not ranſem me, but bought me as 
a Slave; ſo, Madam. I'll purchaſe my Freedom as ſoon 
as poſſible. Fleſh and Blood can't bear it. 

Bull. Take your Courle, Sir — There were a-coup'e 


of Gentlemen juſt now to enquire for you; and if they 


come again, they ſhan't be put off with the old Story of 


your being abroad, Pil promiſe you that, Sir. [ Exit. 
Lyr. Zoons ! If this Bookſeller does not bring me Mo- 
BU mm 
| Enter Pamphlet. 


Oh! Mr. Pamphlet, your Servant. Have you perus'd 
my Pcems ? 

Pam. Yes, Sir; and there are {ome things very well, 
extraordinary well, Mr. Lyrick: But J don't think em 
for my Purpoſe Poetry is a mere Drug, Sir. 

Hr. Is that beciuie I take Phyſick when I write? 
Damn this colve Fellow, now he does not appie- 
hend the Joke. 7 Aide. 

Pam. No, Sir, but your Name does not recommerd 
'em. One muſt wiite himſelf into a Conſumption before 
he gain Reputation. | 

Hr. That's the way to ly abed when his Name's up. 
Now I ly abed before J can gain Reputation, 

Pam. Why to, Sir? 


Lyr. 
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Lyr. Becauſe I have ſcarcely any Cloaths to put on 
If ever Man did Penance in a white Sheet 3 

Pam. You ſtand only ſometimes in a white Sheet for 
your Offences with your Landlady. Faith, I have often 


wonder d how your Mute could take ſuch Flights, yoak'd 


to ſuch a Cart-load as ſhe is. 

Tr. Oh! they are like the Ji Horſes, they draw 
beſt by the Tail — Have you ever ſeen any of my Bur- 
leſque, Mr. Pamphlet? I have a Project of turning three 
or four of our moſt topping Fellows in Doggrel. As for 
Example: f [ Reads. 

Conqueſt with Laurels has our Arms adorm d, 
And Rome in Tears of Blood our Anger mourn'd. 
Now, Butchers wwith ang” have our Beef adorn d, 


Which has in Grauy Tears our Hunger mourn'd. 
How d'ye like it, Mr. Pamphlet, ha? Well 


Like Gods, aue paſs d the rugged Alpine Hills, 
Melted our Way, and drove cur hiffins Wheels 
Thro' cloudy Deluges, eternal Rilli. | 


Now obſerve, Mr. Pamphlet; pray obſerve. 
Like Razors keen, our Knives cut Paſſage clean 
Through Rills of Fat, and Deluges of Lean, 
Pam. Very well, upon my Soul. | 
Tyr. HurPd dreadful Fire, and Vinegar infus'd. | 

Pam. Ay, Sir, Vinegar ! how patly that comes in for 
the Beef, Mr. Lyrick! Tis all wondrous fine, indeed. 

Lyr. This is the moſt ingenious Fellow of his Trade 
that J have ſeen ; he underſtands a good thing. — [ 4/2e.} 
But as to our Bus neſs What are you willing to give 
for theſe Poems? Prithee ſay (omething. There are about 
three thouſand Lines———Here, take em for à couple of 
Guineas. | 

Pam. No, Sir; Paper is fo exceſſive dear, that I dare 
not venture upon 'em. 

Lyr. Well, becauſe you're a Friend, I'll beſtow 'em 
upon you.— — Here, take 'em all — There's the Hopes 
of a Dedication ſtiil. [Alide. 

Pam, I give you a thouſand Thanks, Sir; but 1 dare 
not venture the Hazard; they'll never quit Coſt indeed, Sir. 

C3 Lyr. 


2 4 — * Pg * — = * 
— CIENCY a be. ai EG A DE A 12 3 
ul . ene - 2 ED IVE: e : — PE REES os 3” <9 FS. 
84 n PT" EY ng nts — 


— 


bo 
6 
l 4 | 
*p 

bY 
<0 
| 
>= 

oy 
* * 
| : 
{4 
w 


72 Love and a Bottle, 


Lyr. This Fellow is one of the greateſt Blockheads 
:that ever was Member of a Corporation——How ſhall 
I be reveng' d? 


Enter Boy. 

Boy. Sir, there are two Men below deſire to have the 

Honour of kiſſing your Hand, 
Lyr. They muſt be Knaves or Fools, by their Gare 
Complement. Hark ye [ biſpers the Boy.] — Bid 
em walk up. | 
Pam. Since you have got Company, Sir, Ill take my 
Leave. 
Tyr. No, no, Mr. Pamphlet, by no means: We muſt 
drink before we part. Boy, a Pint of Sack and a Toaſt. 
Theſe are two Gentlemen out of the Country, who will 
be for all the new things lately publiſh'd ; they'll be good 
Cuſtomers --——-- Come, fit down You have not 
ſeen my Play yet ? ho take the Pen, and if you 
| Jee any thing amiſs, correct it; I'll go bring 'em u 
——Stay, lend me your Hat and Wig, or 1 ſhall take 
cold going down Stairs. 

[He takes Pamphlet's Hat and Wig, and puts his Cap 

vn Pamphlet's Head. 

Pam. [Solus] This is a right Poetical Cap; *tis Bays 
the Outſide, and the Lining Fuſtian.— [ Reading. ] — This 
is all Stuff, worſe than his Poems. 

Enter two Bailiffs behind him, and clap him on the 
Shoulder. 

1 Bail. You're the King's Priſoner. 

Pam. That's a good Fancy enough, Mr. Lyrich. But 
pray don't interrupt me, I'm in the beſt Scene. —- Igad, 
the Drama is very well laid. 

2 Bail. Come, Sir. | 

Pam. Well, well, Sir, I'll pledge ye. Prithee now, 
good Mr. Iyrick, don't diſturb me. | 

And furious Lightnings brandiſbd in her Eyes. 
That's true Spirit of Poetry. 

I Bail. Zoons, Sir, d'ye banter us? 

[Takes him under each Arm, and hauls him up. 

1 Bail. Gentlemen I beg your Pardon. How d'ye 
like the City, Gentlemen ? I! you have any occaſion for 
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Books to carry into the Country, I can furniſh you as well 


as any Man about Pauls. Where's Mr. Ly:3ch 2 

1 Bail. Theſe Wits are damnable cunning. I always 
have double Fees for arreſting one of you Wits, AIP 
your Evaſions won't do; we underſtand 'Trap, Sir ; you. 
mult nct think to catch old Birds with Chaff, Sir. 

Pam. Zoons, Gentlemen, I'm not the Perſon: Pm a- 
Freeman of the City ; I have good Effects, Gentlemen, 
good Effects. D'ye think to make a Fool of me? I'm: 
3 Bookſeller, no Poet. 

2 Bail. Ah, Sir, we know what you are. by your 
Fool's Cap there, | 

1 Bail. Yes, one of you Wits would have paſsd upon 
us for a Corn-cutter yeſterday ; and was ſo like one, we 
had almoſt believ'd him. [Haul bin 

Pam. Why Gentlemen, Gentlemen, Officers, have 2 
little Patience, and Mr. Lrricꝶ will come up Stairs. 

1 Bail, No, no, Mir. Lyric ſhall go down Stairs: II. 
would have us wait till ſome Friends come in to reſcue 
him. Ah! theſe Wits are deviliſh cunning. 

[ Exeumt, haw ling Pamphlet. 

Enter Lyrick, Mockmode, aud Club; Lyrick drefsd. 

Lyr. Ha, ha, ha. Very Poetical, faith; a good Plot 
for a Play, Mr. Moc mode, à Bookſeller bound in Calves- 
Leather — Ha, ha, ha. How they wald along 


like the three Volumes of the Exlib Royue ſquecz d to- 


gether on a Shelf! 

Mock. What was it? What was it, Mr. Dy-ick ? 

Lyr. Why, I am a Stateſman, Sir I cart but 
laugh, to think how they'll ſpunge the Sheet before the 
Errata be blotted out; and then how heil hamper the 
Dogs for ſalſe Impriſonment. 

Moch. But pray, what's the matter, Mr. Lyric“ & 

Lyr. Nothing, Sir, but a ſhirking Bookſeller that od 
me about forty Guineas for a few Lines. He would have 
put me off, ſo J ſent for a couple of Bull-dogs, and ar- 
reſled him. 

Mack. Oh Lard! Mr. Lyrick, Honeſty's quite out of 
Doors; tis a rare thing to find a Man that's a true Friend, 
a true Friend is a rare thing indeed ! oe. Mr. Lyrick, 
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wil you be my Friend? I only want that Accompliſh. 
ment. I have got a Miſtreſs, a Dancing and Fencine- 
maſter; and now I want only a Friend, to be a fine Gen- 

{yr. Have you never had a Friend, Sit ? 

Mech. Yes, a very honeſt Fellow; our Friendſhip com- 
menc'd in the College-Cellar, and we lov'd one another 
uke two Brothers, till we unluckily fell out afterwards at 
a Game of Tables. 

Lyn. J find then that neither of ye loſt by the Set [A. 
Aids | But my ſhort Acquaintance can't recommend 
me to ſuch a Truſt. 


Abc. Pſhaw! Acquaintance—Vou muſt be a Man of 


Honour, as you're a Poet, Sir. 
Len. Bat what uſe would you make of a Friend, Sir? 
Moc. Only to tell my Secrets to, and be my Second. 
Now, Sir, a Wit muſt be beſt to keep a Secret, 
becauſe what you ſay to one's Prejudice will be thought 
alice. Then you muſt have a deviliſh deal of Courage, 
by your keroick Writing — | | 
| But Eno, that I alone am King of Me. 
Heavens! ſure the Author of that Line mult be a plaguy 
Rout Fellow; it makes me valiant as He&or when J read it. 
Lyr. Sir, we ſtick to what we write, as little as Divines 
to what they preach——Befides, Sir, there are other Qua- 
Jiſications requiſite in a Friend, he mult lend you Money, 
Now, Sir, I can't be that Friend, for I want forty Guineas, 
Noch. Sir, J can lend you fifty upon good Security, 
"Twas the laſt Word my Father ſpoke on his 
Death-bed, that I ſhould never lend Money without Se- 
curity. 
yr. Fie, Sir! Security from a Friend, and a Man of 
Honour by his Profeſſion too! 


Mock. By the Univerſe that's true, you are my Friend. 


Then I'll tell you a Secret. [ They <vhiſper. 
C1ib. Now will this plaguy Wit. turn my Noſe out oi 
Joint was my Maſter's Friend before, tho' I 
nzver found the knack of borrowing Money; tho! I have 
receiv'd ſome Marks of his Friendſhip, fome ſound Drubs 
about the Head and Shoulders, or ſo. I have been bound 
for 
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5 {or him too in the Stocks, for his breaking Windows very 
f often. [Alide. 


IJ Lyr. Mr. Mack node, you may be imposd upon. I 
a We ſee this Lady you court. I know Mr. Loveabell 
has a Miſtreſs nam'd Lucinda; but that ſhe lodges in this. 
Houſe, I much doubt. 
. Mock. Tmpos'd upon ! that's very comica] Ha, ha, 
j:2-—Y ou ſhall fee, Sir; ; come Pray, Sir, you're my 
5 Friend. 
Cyr. Nay, pray, 3 8 as your [They comple- 
7 nent for the Door. Pardon, you're a Squire, Sir. 
d Mock. Zaune, Sir, you ye, I'm not a Fool; Þ il take 
m Affront from no Man Draw, Sir. [ Draws. 
! WM Club. Draw, Sir. Igad, I'll put his Noſe out of 
Joint now. 
| Lyr. Unequal ns. Gentlemen. 
. (Jab. Pm only my Maſter's Friend, his Second, or ſo, Sir. 
, Jar. What's the matter, noble Squire ? 
1 Mock. You lye again, Sir ; Zauns, draw. 
* [ Strives him ævith bis Sor. 
Lr. Ha! a Blow An, a Blow ! yet I will 
be calm. 
Y Club. Zoons, draw, Sir. [ Strikes him. 
* Hr. Oh Patience, Heaven! — Thou art my Friend ſtill. 
4 Mock. You lye, Sir. 


Cr. Then thou art a Tray tor, Tyrant, Monſter. 
Hack. Jauns, Sir, you're a Son of aWhore, and a Raſcal, 
yo Club. A Scribler. 


A Lyr. Ah, ah that ſtings home——Scribler 

5 Moch. Ay, Scribler, Ballad- maker. 

15 Lyr. Nay then | 

\f and the Gods will fight it with ye all. [ Draws, 


Enter Roebuck drunk, and ſinging, 


. France „ee vill comply, 

15 Till her Claret runs dry; 

T Then let's pull aauay to defeat hen: 

: He hinders the Peace, 

8 Who refuſes his Glaſs, 

1 And deſerves to be hang d for & Tray tos. 
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Now, my Myrmidons, fall on; I have taken off the odd; 


Dub a dub, dub a dub, to the Battle, [Sing 


Zoons, Gentlemen, why don't you fight ? Blood, fight, 
Oblige me ſo far to fight a little; I long to fee a little 
Sport, | | 
1 Sir, I ſcorn to ſhew Sport to any Man. [| Puts i, 
Mock. And ſo do J, by the Univerſe. 
Club. And I, by the Univerſe. 
Lyr. I ſhall take another time. [ Exit, 
Rgeo. Here, Raſcal, take your Chopping-knite—— 
[Gives Club his Sword.) and bring me a Joint of that 
Coward's Fleſh for your Maſter's Supper Fly, Dog. 
[Takes him by the Noſe. 
Clit, Ah This Fellow's likelieſt to put my Noſe 
out of Joint. 
Feb. Now, Sir, tell me how you durſt be a Coward. 
Moch. Coward, Sir! 'm a Man of a great Eſtate, Sir; 
{ have five thouſand Acres of good fighting Ground as 
any in Exgland, good Terra firma, Sir, —Coward, Sir! 
Have a care what you ſay, Sir My Father was a Par- 
liament-Man, Sir; and I was bred at the College, Sir. 
Roch. Oh, then I know your Genealogy; your Father 
was a ſenior Fellow, and your Mother was an Air pump. 
You were ſuckled by Platonicꝶ Ideas, and you have ſome 
of your Mother's Milk in your Noſe yet. 
; Ack. Form the Propofition by Mode and Figure, Sir. 
Rocb. I told you fo. Blow your Noſe, Child ; and 
have a care of dirting your Philoſophical Slabbering-bib. 
7ock. What d'ye mean, Sir? 
Roeb. Your ſtarch'd Band, ſet by Mode and Figure, Sir. 
Meck. Band, Sir! This Fellow's blind, drunk. 1 
wear a Cravat, Sir. | HE | 
Roeb. Then ſet a good Face upon the matter. Throw 
of Childiſhneſs and Folly, with your Hanging Sleeves. 
Now you have left the Univerſity, learn, learn. 
Muck. This Fellow's an Atheiſt, by the Univerſe. III 
take Notice of him, and inform againſt him for being 
drunk — Pray, Sir, what's your Name? 


Reb, 


£© 
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Roecb. My Name! by the Lord, I have forgot 
Stay, I ſhall think on't by and by. 

Noc. Launs, forget your own Name! Your Memory 
muſt be very ſhort, Sir. 

Raeb. Ay, ſo it ſeems, for I was but chriſten'd this 
Morning, and I have forgot it already. 

Mock, Was your Worthip then Turk or Few» before ? 
I knew he was ſome damn'd bloody Dog. [ Aide. 

Roeb. Sir, J have been Turk, or Few rather, ſince; 
for I have got a plaguy heatheniſh Name =——Pox ont 
— Oh! now I have it Mo- Moch. ino Mock- 
mode. 

Mock. Mockmode ! AMockmaade ! Sir, pray how do you 
ſpell it ? 

Reeb. Go you to your A, B, C, you came laſt from 
the Univerſity. 

Mack. Sir, I'm call'd Mockmode,—— What F amily are 
you of, Sir? 

Meck. Of Mockmode-Hall in Shr of ſbi ire. 

Roeb. Then I'm of the ſame, I believe I fancy, 
Sir, that you and I are near Reiations. 

Mack, Relations! Sir, there are but two Families: 
my Father's, who is now _ and his Brother Colonel 
Peaceable Mackmode. 

Roeb. Ay,.ay, the very f Colonel Pecccabi.— 
Is he not Colonel of. Militia? 

Mack. Ves, Sir. | 
1 Reeb. And was not he High Sheriff of the n laſt 

ear? 

Mock. The very ſame, Sir. 

Roch. The very ſame; I'm of that Family And 
your Father dy'd about let me ſeꝭ— 

Mock. About half a Year ago. 

Roeb. Exactly; by the ſame Token you got drunk at 

a Hunting match that very Day ſeven night he was bu- 
ry'd. 
Jack. This Fellow's a Witch — But it looks very 
ſtrange that you ſhould be chriſten d this Morning. I'm 
{ure your Godfathers had a plaguy deal to anſwer tor 

Roch. Oh, Sir, I'm of Age io anſwer for my fel. 
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Mock. One wou'd not think fo, you're ſo forgetſul. 
Tis two and twenty Years ſince I was chriſten'd, and [ 
can remember my Name ſtill. 

Roeb. Come, we'll take a Glaſs of Wine, and that 
will clear our Underſtanding. We'll remember our Friends, 

Mack. You muſt excuſe me, Sir. This is ſome 
Sharper. Alide. 

Noeb. Nay, prithee Couſin, good Soul Mackmadt, 
one Gla's. I know you are an honeſt Fellow. We mul 
remember our Relations in the Country indeed, Sir. 

Mock. Oh, Sir, you're ſo ſhort of Memory, you can 
never call 'em to mind. You have forgot your ſelf, Sir; 
1hrkmede is a Heatheniſn Name, Sir, and all that, Sir. 
And to I beg your Pardon, Sir. Exit, 

Rech Now were I Lawyer enough, by this little Fn. 
quiry into that Fellow's Concerns, I cou'd bring in a falle 
Deed to cheat him of his Eſtate. 

Euter Bruſh. 

Where the Devil is thy Maſter? You ſaid I ſhou'd 
ind him here, 

Brijh. Tis 2 for you, or me, or any body to 
find him. 

Reeb. Why? 


Brijh. Pecaule he has loft himſelf. The Devil has 
made a Juggler's Ball of him, I believe. He's here non. 
then, Preſto, paſs in an inſtant. He has got ſome damn d 
Eus? neſs to day in hand. | 
Roeb. Ay, ſo it ſeen Squire Mochimode, 
and court an horourable Miſtreſs, in the Devil's Name! 
Well. let my ſober thinking Friend plot on, and lay 
Traps to catch Futurity 3; l'm for holding fait to the pre- 
tent. | have got about twenty Guineas in my Pocket; 
and whiiit they laſt, the Devil take George if he thinks of 
Ry 3 ; Fil go hand in hand with Fortune: 


She is an honeſt, giddy, ree/ing Punk ; 
My Head, her Wheel, turn round, and ſo aue both are drund. 


{ E-xit reels, 
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Ar 
SCE NE, Lucinda's Hove. 


Zuter Leanthe, and Pindreſs fellowing with a Paper of 


Sqveet-meats in her Hand. 


„„ 


ND E RE, here, Page, your Lady has ſent you 

b fome Sweet-meats ; but indeed you ſha'n't 
have 'em till you hire me. 

Lean. She ſent ſour Sauce, when ſhe made 
you tae Bearer. [ Hae. 

Pind Prithee now, what makes you conſtantly ſo me- 
lancholy? Come, you mult be merry, and ſhall be merry; 
Fil get you ſome Play things. 

Lean. I believe you want Play-things more than I. 
But I wou'd be private, Pindreſs. : 

Pind. Well, my Child, I'll be private with you. 
Boys and Girls ſhould ill be private together; and 
we mav be as retird as we pleaſe; for my Miſtreſs 
is reading in her Cloſet, and all the Servants are be- 
low. But what Concerns have you? I'm ſure, 
ſuch a little Boy can have no great Bus'neſs in private. 

Lean. I will try thee for once. [ Aide. ] — Yes, Mrs. 
Pindreſs, J have great Inclin"tion —-——— 

Pind. To what? To do v. hat, Sir ?—Don't name it: 

* Vis all in vain; you iha n't do it; you need 

not ask 1t. 

Lean. Only to Kiſs you. [Kies her. 

Pind. On he, Sir! Indeed I' none of your Killes. 
Take it back again. [X es him.) Is not the tale of the 
Sweet meats very pretiy about my Lips? 
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Lean. Oh hang your liquoriſh Chaps; you'd fain be 
licking your Lips, I find that. 122 
Piud Indeed, Mr. Page, I won't pay you the Kiſſez 
you won from me laſt Night at Croſs-purpoſes ; and you 
ſha'n't think to keep my Pawn neither. Pray give 
me my Hungary Bottle——As I hope to be ſav'd, I wil 
have my Hungary Bottle. [ Rummaging him. 
I'm ſtronger than you. Pl carry you in, and throy 

you upon the Bed, and take it from you. 
| | [Takes him up in her Arm; 

Lean. Help! help! I ſhall be raviſt'd ! Help ! help 

| Enter Lucinda. 

Luc. What's the matter? Oh bleſs me! 

Pind. Oh dear, Madam, this unlucky Boy had al. 
moſt {poiPd me. Did not your Ladyſhip hear me 
cry I ſhou'd be raviſh'd? I was ſo weak, I could not 
reſiſt the little ſtrong Rogue; he whipt me up. in his 


Arms, like a Baby; and had not your Lady ſnip come 
In 


Luc. What, Sirrah! would you debauch my Maid, 
you little Cock- Sparrow? muſt you be Billing too?! 
have a great mind to make her whip you, Sirrah. 

Pind. Oh dear, Madam, let me do't. I'll take him 
into the Room, and I will fo chaſtiſe him 

Luc. Bat do you think you'll be able, Pindreſs? II 
end one of the Men to help you. | | 

Pind. No, no, Madam: IT could manage him with 
one Hand. —See, here, Madam.” 

[Takes him in her Arms, and is running away. 

Luc. Hold, hold: Is this you that the little ftrong 
Rogue had almoſt raviſh'd ? he {natch'd you up in his 
Arms like a Baby Ah Pindreſs, Pindreſs ! I ice y are 
very weak indeed. Are not you aſham'd, Girl, to de. 
bauch my little Boy ? 

Pind. Your Ladyſhip gave me Orders to make him 
merry, and divert his Melancholy; and I know no 
better way than to teaze him a little. I'm afraid the 
Boy is troubled with the Rickets, and a little ſhaking, 
„adam, wou'd do him ſome good. 


Lean. 
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Lean. I'm tir'd with Impertinence, and have other 
Bus neſs to mind. | [ fide, Exit. 
Pind. I hope your Ladyſhip entertains no ill Opinion 


of my Virtue. 


Luc. Truly I don't know what to think on't : But I've 
ſo good an Opinion of your Senſe, as to believe you wou'd 
not play the Fool with a Child. 

Pind. We're all ſubject to playing the Fool, if you con- 
tinue your Reſolution of marrying the firſt Man that asks 


you the Queſtion. 


Luc. No, my Min@s chang'd ; I'll never marry any 


Man. 


Pind. J dare ſwear that Reſolution breaks ſooner than 
the former. [ 4/de.] Ah, Madam, Madam ! if you never 
believe Man again, you muſt never be Woman again ; for 
tho' we are as cunning as Serpents, we are naturally as 
flexible too. Speak ingenuouſly, Madam, if Mr. Love- 
well ſhou'd, with an amorous Whine, and ſuppliant 
Cringe, tell you a formal Story, contrary to what we 


fuſpect, wou'd you not believe him? 


Luc. What, believe his vain Aſſertions, before the De- 
monſtration of my Senſes! No, no; my Love's not fo 
blind. Did not I fee his Miſs and his Child? Did not I 
behold him giving her Money 7 Did I not hear him de- 
clare, he would ſettle her in a Lodging? 

Pind. But, Madam, upon ſerious Reflection, where's 
the great Harm in all this? moſt Ladies wou'd be over- 
joy'd at ſuch a Diſcovery of their Lover's Ability. The 
Child feem'd a luſty chopping Boy ; and let me tell you, 
Madam, it muſt be a luſty chopping Boy that got it. 

Luc. Urge no farther in his Defence; he's a Villain, 
and of all Villains J hate moſt an hypocritical one. The 
Ladies give him the Epithet of modeſt, and the Gentle- 
men that of ſober Loveavell. Now methinks ſuch a piece 
of Debauchery fits ſo aukwardly on a perſon of his Cha- 
racer, that it adds an Unſeemlineſs to the natural Vile- 
neſs of the Vice ; and he that dares be a Hypoctite in 
Re:1gion, will certainly be one in Love. Stay, 1s not 


that he? [ Pointing outzvards. 
Pind. Yes, Madam; I believe he is going to the Park. 
Luc. 
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Luc. Call a couple of Chairs quickly; well thither 
maſqu'd. This Day's Adventures argue ſome intended 
Plot upon me, which J may countermine by only ſetting 
a Face upon the matter. Puts her Maſque on. 


For as Hypocriſy in Men can moe, 
Here's the beji Hypocrite in female Lowe. 
On even ſcores deſigniig Heaven took care; 


Since Men falſe Hearts, that wwe falje Faces wear, [Ex. 


SCE N e. 
Enter Lovewell and Lyrick meeting ; Lyrick reading * 


Tl rack thy Reputation, blaft thy Fame, 
And in ftreng grinding Satire, gibbet up thy Name. 


Love. What! in a Rapture, Mr. Lyrick ? 
Hyr. A little poetical Fury, that's all. II 
Squire him; I'll draw his Character for the Buffoon 
of a Farce; he ſhall be as famous in Ballad, as Robin 
Hoed, or little Fobn; my Mules ſhall haunt him like 
Demens ; they ſhall make him more ridiculous than 
Don Duxot. | 

Love. Becauſe he encounter'd your Windmill- pate 
ha, ha, ha Come, come, Mr. Lyrick, you muſt be 
Pacify'd. 


Hr. Pacify'd, Sir | Zoons, Sir, he's a Fool, has net 


a grain of Senſe. Were he an ingenious Fellow, or a 
Man of Parts, I cou'd bear a kicking from him: But an 
abuſe from a Blockhead ! I can never ſufier it. 


Pier: Bhocbi cad. aul hes furcladd ty the School 
Fuſt Senje enough to make a ucted Fool. 


That ſings, Mr, Loveavcll. 

Lowe. Pray, Sir, let me fee it. 

Lyr. This is imperfect, Sir: But if you pleaſe to give 
your Judgment on this Fiece.—[(7/ve5 him a Paper.] Tis 
a Burleique on ſome of our late Wiitinge. , 

aveg 


ed 


10 
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Live. Ay, you Poets mount firſt on the Shoulders of 
your Predeceſſors, to ſce farther in making Diſcoveries; 
and having once got the upper-hand, you ſpurn them un- 
der foot. I think you ſhould bear a Veneration to their 
very Aſhes. | | 3 

Lyr. Ay, if moſt of their Writings had been burnt. I 
declare, Mr. Loveavell, their Fame has only made them 
the more remarkably faulty. Their great Beauties only 
illuſtrate their greater Errors. 

Love. Well, you ſaw the new Tragedy laſt Night; 
how did it pleaſe ye? 

Hr. Very well; it made me laugh heartily, 

Love. What, laugh at a Tragedy ! 

Lyr. I laugh to fee the Ladies cry; to ſee ſo many 
weep at the Death of the fabulous Hero: Who wou'd but 
laugh, if the Poet that made 'em were hang d. On my 
Conſcience, theſe Tragedies make the Ladies vent all 
their Love and Honour at their Eyes, when the ſame 
white Hankerchief that blows their Noſes, muſt be a 
Winding Sheet to the deceas'd Hero. 

Love. Then there's ſomething in the Handkerchief to 
embalm him, Mr. Lyric; Ha, ha, ha. But what Re- 


liſh have you of Comedy ? 


Hr. No ſatis factory one. My Curioſity 1s fore: ſtall'd 
by a Fore-knowledge of what ſnall happen: For as the 
Hero in Tragedy, is either a whining, cringing Fool, 
that's always a ſtabbing himſelf, or a ranting, heQor- 
ing Bully, that's. for killing every body elſe: So the 
Hero in Comedy is always the Poet's ChazaQeer. 

Lowe. What's that? 

Lyr. A Compound of practical Rake, and ſpeculative 
Gentleman, who always bears off the great Fortune in 
the Play, and ſhams the Beau and Squire with a Whore 
or Chambermaid ; and as the Cataſtrophe of all Tra- 
vedics is Death, ſo the End of Comedies is Marriage. 

Love. And ſome think That the moſt Tragical Con- 
cluſion of the two. | 

Lyr. And therefore my Eyes are diverted by a better 
Comedy in the Audience, than that upon the Stage. — 
J have often wonder'd why Men ſhould be fond of 

| i | ſeeing 
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ſeeing Fools ill repreſented, when at the ſame Time and 
Place, they may behold the mighty Originals acting 
their Parts to the Life in their Boxes. 

Love. Oh be favourable to the Ladies, Mr. Zyriqh 
*tis your Intereſt. Beauty is the Deity of Poetry; and 
if you rebel, you'll certainly run the Fate of your firſt 
Parent the Devil. 

Lyr. You're out, Sir. Beauty is a merciful Deity,.ard 
allows us ſometimes to be a little Atheiſtical ; and i; 
ſo indulgent to Wit, that it is pleas'd with it, tho' in 
the worſt Habit, that of Satire. Beſides, there can ap- 
pear no greater Argument of our Eſteem, than Rallery, 
becauſe tis ſtill founded upon Jealouſy ; occaſion'd by 
their preferring ſenſeleſs Fops and wealthy Fools to Men 
of Wit and Merit, the great Upholders of the Empire. 

Love. Now I think theſe Favourites of the Ladies are 
more witty than you.. | 

Hr. How ſo, pray Sir? | 

Love. Becauſe they play the Fool, conſcious that it 
will pleaſe; and you're a Wit, when ſenſible that Cox- 
combs only are encourag'd. I wonder, Mr. Lyrich, that 
a. Man of your Senſe ſhould turn Poet; you'll hardly 
ever ſind a Man that is capable of the Employment, will 
undertake it. 

Lyr. The reaſon of that is, every one that knows not 
a Tittle of the Matter, pretends to be a Judge of it.—— 
By the Lard, Mr. Lowexwel!, 1 put the Criticks next 
to the Plague, Peſtilence, and Famine, in my Litany. 

— Had you ſeen em laſt Night in the Pit, with 
ſuch demure ſupercilious Faces their contempla- 
tive Wigs thruſt judiciouſly backwards; their Hands 
rubbing their Temples, to chafe ill Nature; and with 
a hiſſing venomous Tongue, pronouncing Piſh ! Stuff! 
Intolerable! Damn him ! Lord, have Mercy 
upon us! | 

Lowe. Ay, and you ſhall have others as fooliſh as 
they are il]-natur'd ; fond of being thought Wits, who 
fhall laugh outragiouſly at every ſmutty Jeſt ; cry very 
well, by Gad; that's £ne, by Heavens; and if a Diſtich 


of 
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of Rhyme happens, they clap ſo loud, that they drown 
the Jeſt. | 

- That's the Jeſt. The Wit lies in their Hands; 
and if you would tell a Poet his Fortune, you mult gather 
it from the Palmiſtry of the Audience; for as nothing's 
ill faid, but what's ill taken; ſo nothing's well ſaid, but 
what's well taken. And between you and I, Mr. Lowe- 


crell. Poetry, without theſe laughing Fools, were a Bell 


without a Clapper ; an empty ſounding Bus'neſs, good for 
nothing; and all we Profeſſors might go hang our ſelves 
in the Bell-ropes. 

Love. Ha, ha, ha 
ſtructive. 

Lyr. Oh Gad forgive me, that's true: To Ladies 
it 15 morally beneficial ; for you muſt know, they are 
too nice to read Sermons ; ſuch Inſtructions are too 
groſs for their refin'd Apprehenſions; but any Precepts 
that may be inſtill'd by eaſy Numbers, ſuch as of Ro- 
cheſter, and others, make great Converts. Then they 
hate to hear a Fellow in a Church preach methodical 
Nonſenfe, with a Firfly, Secondly, and Thirdly : But 
they take up with ſome of our modern Plays in their 
Cloſet, where the Morality muſt be deviliſh inſtructive. 
hut I muſt be gone; here comes the Squire. 
What, in the Name of Wonder, has he got with him ? 

Love. That which ſhall afford you a more plentiful 


But I thought Poetry was in- 


Revenge than your Lampoon, it you join with me 


in the Plot. To the better effecting of which, you muſt 
be ſeemingly reconcil'd to him. Let's ſtep 


alide, and obſerve em, while I give you a hint of the 


matter. [Exeunt Betabeen the Scenes, and ſeem to 
confer and hearken. \, 


Enter Mockmode, leading Trudge dreſs d like a 


Widow. 


Moch. This is very fine Weather, bleſſed Weather in- 


deed, Madam: 'twill do abundance of good to the Graſs 
and Corn. | | 
Jud. Ay, Sir, the Days are grown a great length; 
and I think the Weather much better here than in 
Jreland. 
Mock. 
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Moch. Why, Madam, were you ever there? 

 Trud, Oh no! Not T indeed, Sir; but I have heard 
my firſt Husband (reſt his Soul) fay ſo; he was an 1; 
Gentleman. 

Mock. 1 find, Madam, you have lov'd your firſt Hus. 
band mightily, for you affect his Tone in Diſcourſe, 
_ Pray, Madam, what did that Mourning colt a 

ard ? 


Trad. O Lard! What mall I fay now ? 'Tis none of 
mane. [de.] It coſt, Sir; let me ſee — it coſt about 
but it was my Steward bought it for me, I never 
buy ſuck imall things. 

Moch. By the Univerſe, ſhe muſt be plaguy rich!!! 
will be brisk. [ Hde.] Pray, Madam—l—I pray Ma. 
dam, will you give us a Song ? 

Trad. A Song! Indeed then I had a good Voice, be. 
fore Mr. Recbuck ſpoild it. 

Mock. Mr. Roebuck! Was that your firſt Husband's 
Name, Madam? 

Eove. behind. ] She'i] ſpoil all. | 

Trud. No, Sir; Reebuck was a Doctor that let nie 

tood under the Tongue for the Quinley, and made mt 
hoarſe ever ſince. 

Meck. By the Univerſe ſhe's a Widow, and I'll be a 
little brisk. [de.] Madam, will you grant me a ima 
Favour, and I will bend upon my Knees to receive 
at e [ Keel 1, 

Trud. What is't, pray? 

Mock. On'y to take off your Garter. 

Lovewell enters. 

Zoons, her thick Leg will diſcover Wy your ir leave, 
Sir, have you any Pretenſions to this Lady? 

[ Puſhes Mockmode dw, 

Moch. I don't know whether this be an Affront, or not— 
[ A/rat. } Pretenſions, Sir! I have ſo great a Vene— 
ration for the Lady, that I honour any Man that has 
Pretenſions to her. Dem me, Sir, may I crave tir 
Honour of your Acquaintance ? 

Lore. No, Sir. 


Mock, 


me 
me 
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en. No, Sir! Igad that muſt be Wit, for it can't 
be good Manners. Zir, [ reſpect all Men of Senſe, 
and wou'd therefore beg to know your Name. | 

Love. No matter, Sir, I know your Name's Moch 
mate. 

Mock. By the Univerſe; that's very comical ! That a 
Fellow ſhould pretend to tell me my own Name! 
Another Queſtion, if you pleaſe, Sir. 

Love. What is it, Sir? 

Moch. Pray Sir, what's my Chriſten d Name? 

Lewe. Sir, you don't know. 


Mock. Zauns, Sir, wou'd you perſuade me out of my 


Chriſten' d Name? I'll lay you a Guinea that I do know, 
by the Univerſe F Pulls à hand of Money out. | 
Here's Silver, Sir, here's Silver, Sir; I can command 
as much Money as another, Sir; 1 am at Age, Sir, and 
] won't be banter'd, Sir. 

Love. Sir, you muſt know, that I baptize you Rival; 
for your Love to this Lady, is the only ſign of Chriſtia- 
nity her” aj boaſt of. And now, Sir, my Name's 
Lrceaveld, 

Mack. Then I ſay, Sir, that your Love to that Lady 
1s the only ſign of a Turk you can brag of. [ wiſh 
Cl:b were come. | DAlide. 

Love. Sir, I ſhall certainly circumciſe you, if you 
make any farther Pretenſions to Madam Lucinda here. 

Mack. Circumciſe me! Circumciſe a Pacding's end, 
dir, ——Zauns, Sir, 11 be judg'd by the Lady, who 
merits Circumciſion moſt, you or I, Sir. Theſe Lan- 
an Blades are all flark mad; [Lucinda enters, and 
ch, even Lovewell courting FTrudge in dumb Signs.] I 
met one about two Hours ago, that had forgot his Name, 
and this Fellow wou'd perſuade me now, that I had 
ſorgot mine. Mr. Lyrick is the only Man that ſpeaks 
plain to me. I muſt be Friends with him, becauſe I 
ind I may have Occaſion for ſuch a Friend; I'il find 
him out ſtrait. LExit. 

Love. Madam, will you walk? [ Exit with Trudge. 

Lucinda and Pindreſs come forward, 

Lic. Now my Doubts are remov'd. 


Pin, 
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Pin. Mine are more puzzling. There mnlſt be ſome. Nel 
thing in this more than we imagine. You had beſt th, 
talk to him. lim by 

Luc. Yes, if my Tongue bore Poiſon in it, and th; 
I could ſpit Death in his Face, 

Pin If he is loſt, your hard Uſage this Morning be 
occaſion'd it. 

Luc. Pm glad on't; I've gain'd by the Loſs, I «& 
ſpiſe him more now than ever I lov'd him. That Pal. 
fion which can ſtoop ſo low as that Blowze, is an Ob. 


Jet too mean for any thing but my Scorn to lere 1 
at. =_” 


Pin. This were a critical Minute for your new Lovell Ne 
the Squire, I fancy; Mr. Loweavbell's Diſgrace vou en 
bring him into Favour preſently. po 

nels c 


Luc. It certainly ſhall, if he be not as great a Fad, 
as t'other's falle. | 

Pin, You may be miſtaken in your Opinion of hin, 
as much as you have been in Mr. Lowerwe/]. 

Luc. No, Pindreſs; I ſhall find what I read in the 
laſt Miſcellanies very true : 


hehins 


But two Diſtinctians their whole Sex does part; 
Al Fools by Nature, or all Rogues by Art, 


SCENE continues. 


Enter ſeveral Maſques croſſing the Stage, and Roebuck 
following. | 


Roeb. Sdeath; What a Coney-borough's here! The 
Trade goes ſwimmingly on. This is the great Em- 
pory of Lewdnets, as the Change is of Knavery.— 
The Merchants cheat the World there, and their Wives 
gull them here I begin to think Whoring ſcan- 
dalous, tis grown ſo mechanical. My Modelty 
will do me no good, I fear Madam, are you 
Whore? [Catches a Maſque 


1 M, Yes, Sir. 4 
Rith, 
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Recb, Short and Pithy..———If ever Woman ſpake 
ruth, I believe thou haſt. [ Second Maſque pulls 
lin by the Elbow J Have you any Buſineſs with me, 

adam? | 
uy : Maſ. Pray, Sir, be civil; you're miſtaken, Sir 
[] have had an Eye upon this Fellow all the Afternoon. 
le.] you're miſtaken, Sir. 

Noeb. Very likely, Madam; for I imagin'd you 
odeſt. 

0.8 / So 1 am, for Pm marry'd, 

Nocb. And marry'd to your Sorrow, I warrant you? 
2 Ma/. Yes, upon my Honour, Sir. 

Rieb, I knew it. I have met above a dozen this 
Frening, all marry'd to their Sorrow. Then J 
ſuppoſe you're a Citizen's Wife; and by the Broad- 
Fog Ness of your Bottom, I ſhould gueſs you ſat very much 
'Whchind a Counter. a 

2 Maj. My Husband's no Mercer, he's a Judge. 
Rieb. Zoons, a Judge! I ſhall be arraign'd at the 
bar for keeping on my Hat ſo long..—'T1s very hard, 
Madam, he ſhou'd not do you Juſtice : Has not he an 
Eltate in Tail, Madam? : 

2 Maſ. J ſeldom examine his Papers: They are a 
parcel of old dry ſhrivell'd Parchments ; and this Court- 
and is {jo deviliſh crabbed, I can't endure it. 

Rieb. Umph 'Then I ſuppoſe, Madam, you want 
young Lawyer to put your Caſe to. But faith, Ma- | 
am, 1 am a Judge too. | 

| Enter Lovewell. | 

2 Maj. O Heavens forbid ! Such a young Man! 4 


Tre 2b. That is, I'll do nothing without a Bribe 2 
Em. MW), Madam, how does that Watch {irike ? | 1 
I : May. It never ſtrikes, it only points to the Buſi- 1 
Vive es, as you muſt do, without telling Tales. Dare you 

ſcan. Meet me two Hours hence? 4 
deli Reeb. Ah, Madam, but I ſhall never hit the Time 

: atly without a Watch. 


2 Maſ. Well, take it. At Ten exactly, at 
de Fountain in the Middle-Temple, Coke upon Littleton 
e the Word. Exit. 

Roc“. 
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Roch. So=—if the Law be all ſuch Volumes as thou, 
Mercy on the poor Students! From Coke vpor Littleton in 
Sheeis, deliver me. 

Love. What engag'd, Myrmidon | find you'll never 


quit the Battle, till you have crack'd a Pike in the Se. 1c 
vice. VO 
Rech. Oh, dear Friend! Thou'rt critically come 0 ;: 
my Relief; for faith Tm almoſt tir'd. Wy 
Love. What a miſerable Creature is a Whore! whom 
every Fool dates pretend to love, and every wiſe Man 
hates. / 
Roch. What, moralizing again! Oh, T'll tell thee 
News, Man; I'm enter'd in the Inns, by the Lard, my 
Live. Pſhaw. oh 
North. Nay, if you won't believe me, ſee my Note e 0; 
Adifliſſion. [ Shexws the Match. ch. 
Love, A Gold Watch, Boy ! [7 
Poeb. Ay, a Gold Watch, Boy. th 
Love. Whence had you Money to buy it ? an 
Reb. I took it upon Tick, and I deſign to pay ho- th 
neſtly. opt 
Lowe. J don't like this running o'th* Score But what Se 
News from Lucinda, Boy ? Is the kind? Ha? By 
Enter a Maſque, croſſing the Stage. les 
Roch. Ha! there's a ſtately Cruiſer; I "muſt give her 
one Chace Pl] tell you when J return. 
[ Exit runnim. 
Lowe. J find he has been at a Loſs there, which occa- 
ſions leis Eagerneſs for the Game here. I begin to repent 
me of my Suſpicion : 1 believe her Virtue ſo ſacred, tha T. 
tis a piece of Atheiſm to diſtruſt its Exiſtence. But Jt Pa 
louſy in Love, like the Devil in Religion, is ſtill railing 
Doubts, which, without a firm Faith in what we ade, I. 
Will certainly damn us. 
Enter a Porter. 
Por. Is your Name Mr. Roebuck, Sir ? 0 
Love, What wou'd you have with Mr. Roebuck, Sit? r 
Por. I have a ſmall Note for him, Sir. 0 
Lowe. Let me ſee't. | 15 
Por. Ay, Sir; if your Name be Mr. Rocbuck, Sir. P. 
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Love. My Name is Roebuck, Blockhead. 
Por. God bleſs you, Maſter. 
| [ Gives him a Letter, and exit. 
Love. This is ſome tawdry Billet, with a ſcrawling 
Adieu at the End on't. Theſe ftrolling Jades know a 
young Wholeſome Fellow newly come to Lown, as well 
a5 a Parfon's Wife does a fat Gooſe. * Tis certainly ſome. 
Secret, and therefore ſhall be known. [Opens the Letter. 


SIX. Tueſday, 3 of Clock. 
1 Y Behawiour toxvards you this Morning wvas ſomewhat 
ſtrange; but T fall tell you the Cauſe of it, if you 

meet me at Ten this Night in our Garden, the Back-dor 
Hall be cen. Yours, Lu ciN PDA. 


Oh Heavens! Certainly it can't be! — JL, U, C, I. N, D, A; 
that ſpells Voman. Twas never written fo plain before. 
Rrebuck, thou'rt as true an Oracle, as ſhe's a falſe one. Oh 
thou damn'd Sybil! I have courted thee theſe three Years, 
and cou'd never obtain above a Kils of the Hand, and 
this Fellow in an Hour or two has obtain'd the Back door 
ben. Mr. Roebuck, ſince I have diſcover'd ſome of your 
Secrets, I'll make bold to open fome more of em 
But how ſhall I ſhake him off? Oh, 1 have it; I'll 


leck him inſtantly. [ Exit. 


Enter Roebuck, mecting the Porter. 

R:eb. Here, you Sir, have you a Note for one Roebuck ? 

Por. J had, Sir; but I gave it to him juſt now. 

Roch. You lye, Sirrah; I am the Man. 

Per. I a'n't poſitive I gave it to the right Perſon ; but 
I'm very ſure J did, for he auſwer'd the Deſcription the 
Page gave to a T, Sir. c 

Roeb. *'I'was well I met that Page, Dog, or now ſhow'd 
I cut thy Throat, Raſcal. 

Por. Bieis gour Worſhip, noble Sir. [ Exit, 

Roch. At den in the Garden! Ihe Back- door open! 
Oh the delicious Place and Hour! Soft panting Breaſts, 
Trembling Joints, Melting Sighs, and eager Embraces ! 
Oh Ext ily ! But how to ſhake off Lovenbell— — This 
15 his nicely virtuous ! Ha, ha, ha This is his innate 
Principle of Virtue ! Ha, ha, ha, 


Entey 


| 
| 
$ 
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Enter Lovewell. 

Love. How now! Why ſo merry? | 

Roch. Merry! Why, *twould make a Dog ſplit, Man; 
Ha, ha, ha. ——— The Watch, Sir, the Watch; Ha, 
ha, ha. | 

Love. What of the Watch ? You laugh by the Hour; 
you'll be run down by and by, ſure! | 

Roeb. Ah, but I ſhall be wound up again. This Watch 
I had for a Fee, Lawyer Shou'd J ever be try'd 
before this Judge, how I ſhou'd laugh to ſee how gravely 

his Gooſe Cap fits upon a pair of Horns! Ha, ha, ha. 

Love. Thou'rt Horn-mad. Prithee leave Impertinence, 
=——] receiv'd a Note juſt now. | h 

Roch. A Note! Sdeath, what Note? What d'ye mean? 
Who brought it? | 

Lowe. A Gentleman; 'tis a Challenge. 

Roeb. Oh, Thanks to the Stars! I'm glad on't. [Va. 

Lowe. And you may be ſignally ſerviceable to me in 
this Affair. I can give you no greater Teſtimony of my 
Affection, than by making ſo free with you. 

Roeb. What needs all this Formality ? Ill be thy Se. 
cond, without all this Impertinence. 

Lower. There's more than that, Friend. In the 
firſt place, I don't underſtand a Sword ; and again, I'm 
to be call'd to the Bar this Term, and ſuch a Buſine!: 
might prejudice me extremely. So, Sir, you mutt mee! 
and fight for me. 

Roeb. Faith, Loveavell, J ſhan't ſtick to cut a Throat 
for my Friend at any time, ſo I may do it fairly, or ſo— 
The Hour and Place ? on 

Love. This very Evening in Moorfields. = 

Roch. Umph! How will you employ your ſelf the 
while? 

Love. I'II follow you at a diſtance, leſt you have any 
foul Play. 5 

Roeb. Which if you do- — No, faith Ned, ſince I'm 
to anſwer an Appointment for you, you muſt make good 
an Aſſignation for me. l'm to meet one of your Ladies 
at the Fountain in the Temple to Night. You may be 
call'd to the Bar there, if you will. This Watch 7 

de 
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tell you the Hour, and ſhall be your Paſſport. Let me 
have yours. | | [ Change Watches, 
Lov. Oh! Was that the Jeſt? Ha, ha, ha. | 
Well, I Will anſwer an Aſſignation for you ſure enough. 
Ha, ha, ha. How readily does the Fool run to have 
his Throat cut! An” [Aſlide. 
Roeb. How eagerly now does my Moral Friend run 
to the Devil, having Hopes of Profit in the Wind! J 
have ſhabb'd him off purely. Hide] — But prithee, Ned, 
where had you this fine jewel? | | 
[Viewing one Id to the Watch, 
Love. Pſhaw! A Trifle, a Trifle; from a Miſtreſs. 
Make care on't, tho. But, hark ye, George ; don't 
puſh too home; have a care of whipping thro' the 
Guts, = | 
Roecb. Gad, I am afraid one or both of us may fall. 
But, d'ye hear Ned, remember you ſent me on this Er- 
rand, and are therefore anſwerable for all Miſchief ; if 1 
do whip my Adverſary thro' the Lungs, or ſo, remember 
you ſet me upon't. Le 
Live. Well, honeſt George, you won't believe how 
much you oblige me in this Courteſy. | 
Rocb. You know always I oblige my ſelf by ſerving 
my Friend — 1 never thought this Spark was a 
Coward before. [ 4/ede. 
Love. I never imagin'd this Fellow was ſo eaty, be- 
fore. [4/fide.] Well; good Succeſs to us both; and 
when we meet, we'll relate all Tranſactions that paſs. 
Roeb. That you're a Fool. 
Love. That you're an Aſs. 


[ Exeunt ſeverally, laughiig. 


Re-enter Lovewell craſſing the Stage haſtily, Mockmode 
and Lyrick fo/lowing him. 1 


Lyr. Mr. Lowveabell, a word w'ye. 
Lowe. Let it be ſhort, pray Sir, for my Bus'neſs is ur- 
gent, and *tis almoſt dark. 
Hr. I'm reconcild to the *>quire, and want only 
the Preſentment of a Copy of Verſes to ingratiate myſelf 
D wholly, 
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wholly, throughly. Let me have that Piece J lent you 


juſt now. 

Love. Ay, ay, with all my Heart, — Here 

farewell. | [ Exit. 
[Pulls the Poem haſtily, and juſtles out A Letter 
auith it, which Mockmode takes up, 

Lyr. Now, Sir, here's a Poem, which (according to 
the way of us Poets) I ſay, was written at fifteen; but, be- 
tween you and I, it was made at five and twenty. 

Mock. Five and twenty! When is a Poet at Age, 
pray, Sir? 

Hr. At the third Night of his firſt Play; for he's never 
a Man till then. — 

Mock. But when at Years of Diſcretion ? 

Lzr. When they leave Writing, and that's ſeldom or 
never. EY | 

Mock. But who are ygur Guardians? 

Lyr. 'The Criticks, who, with their good Will, wou'd 
never let us come to Age. But what have you got 
there ? | | 

' Mock. By the Univerſe, I don't know ; "tis a Wo- 
man's Hand; ſome Billet-Doux, I ſuppoſe ; it juſtl'd 
out of Lovesvell's Pocket. We'll to the next Light, and 
read it. | Exeunt, 


SCENE, A dar Arbour in Lucinda's Garden. 


Enter Roebuck ſolus. 

Roeb. Oh, how I reverence a Back-door half open, 
half ſhut! *'Tis the narrow Gate to the Lover's Paradiſe; 
Cupid Rood Centry at the Entrance ; Lowe was the Word, 
and he let me paſs. ——-Now is my Friend pleading for 
Life; he has a puzzling Caſe to manage, ten to one he" 
non-ſuited ; I have gulPd him fairly. 


Enter Lovewel]. 

Love. T've got in, thanks to my Stars, or rather the 
Clouds, whoſe Influence is my beſt Friend at preſent. 
Now is Roebuck gazing, or rather groping about for a 
Fellow with a long Sword; and I know his Fighting 

Ns Humour 
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Humour will be as mad to be baulk'd by any Enemy, as 
by a Miſtreſs. 

Noch. Hark, hark! I hear a Voice; it muſt be ſha 
wma [£1140 l 

Lowe. True to the touch, I find. Is it you, my 
Dear ? | 

Roeb. Yes, my Dear. 

Love. Let me embrace thee, my Heart. 

Roeb. Come to my Arms. 

[ Run 2 each other s Arms 3; finding the Miſtake, Hart 
> ack 

Love. *Slife ! a Man! | 

Roch. Sdeath! a Devil And wert thou a Legion, 
or here's a Wand {hou'd conjure thee down —— [ Draavs, 


Love. We ſhould find whoſe Charm is ſtrongeſt. Draws. 
d They puſh by one another ; Roebuck paſſes out at the ap- 


ot poſite Door: And as Lovewell 7s paſſe ng out on the 
other fide of the Stage, 

O- 

I'd | Enter Leanthe. 

nd 

we Lean, Mr. Roebuck ! Sir! Mr. Roebuck ! 


[ Mitb a Nizht-Goxwn over his Cloaths. 
Live. That's a Woman's Voice, I'll [Wear « — — 
Madam, —— | 


Lean. Sar. 
Xen, Love. Come, my dear Lucinda; I've ſtaid a little too 
le; long ; but making an Apology now, were only length- 


ning the Offence. Let's into the Arbour, and make * 

| for for the Moments miſpent. 

he > Lean. Hold, Sir : Do you love this Lucinda, you're fo 
tond of hauling i into the Arbour ? 

Love. Yes, by all that's powerful. 

Lean. Falle, falſe, Roebuck ! Ade. 
the zm loſt. | 
ſent. Love. Madam, do you love this Roebuck, that 8 
for 3 ¶ open'd the Garden. door to fo late? | 
Lean, I'm afraid I do too well. 

Love. And did you never own an Affection to another? 
D 2 Lean. 


— nn 
— 


— C— — * 
P——— 
a * — * — 


—— — 
— — — — I Ro ” 


all, what meant that Letter to Roebuck ? 


Some of the Footmen, I ſuppole,—-—— Come, dir,! 
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Lean. No; witneſs all thoſe Powers you juſt now 
mention'd. | | 
Love. Revenge your ſelves, ye Heavens. Behold, i 
me, your Accuſer and your Judge. Behold Lower, 
injur'd Lovexvell. This Darkneſs, which oppor- 
tunely hides your Bluſhes, makes your Shame more 


monſtrous. 


Lean. Ha | Lowewell! T'mvex'd 'tis he, but glad to 
be miſtaken Now, Female Policy, aſſiſt me. 

Love. Yes, Madam, your Silence proclaims you guilty, 
Farewell, Woman. 

Lean. Ha, ha, ha. 

Love. What, am I made your Scorn ? 

Leun. Ha, ha, ha. — his happens better than! 
expected. — Ha, ha, ha — Mr. Loweavell ! 

Love. No Counter-plotting, Madam; the Mine, 


ſprung already, and all your Deceit diſcovered. 


Lean. Indeed, you're a fine Fellow at diſcovering De. 
ceits, I muſt confeſs, that cou'd not find whether 1 wa: 1 
Man or a Woman all this time. | 

Lowe. What, the Page 

Lean. No Counter-plotting, good Sir; the Mines 
ſprung already.— Ah, Sir, I fancy Mr. Roebuck 1: 


better at diſcovering a Man from a Woman in the dark, 


than you. 
Love. This Diſcovery is the greateſt Riddle ———— 
Prithee, Child, what makes thee diſguis'd ? But above 


Lean. Then I find you intercepted it. ——— — Why, 
Sir, my Lady had a mind to put a Trick upon the in. 
pudent Fellow, made him an Aſſignation, and ſent me n 
her ſtead, to banter him. But when I tell her, hoy 
you fell into the Snare, and how jealous you were-- 
m— Ja, ha, ha. | | 

Lowe. Oh my little dear Rogue! was that the mat 
ter ? — [Hugs her.] O'my Conſcience, thou'rt i 
ſoft, I believe thou'rt a Woman ſtill. But who was that 
Man I encounter'd juit now ? | | 

Lean. A Man ! *Twas certainly Roebuck, — [ Aj.) 


l 
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muſt conduct you out immediately, leſt ſome more of 
'em meet you. 


10W Conducts him to the Door, and retur 18. 
5 He certainly was here, and I have miſs'd him. 

wy Fortune delights with Innocence to play, 

U U 


And loves to hoodwink thoſe already blind. 
Pa. Wary Deceit can many by-ways tread, F 
To ſhun the Blocks in Virtue's open Road, 
Whilſt heedleſs Innocence ſtill falls on Ruin; 
d to Yet, whilſt by Love inſpir'd, I will purſue: 
F What Men by Courage, we by Love can do. 
wy Not even his Falſhood ſhall my Claim remove; | 
From mutual Fires none can true Paſſion prove 
For like to like, is Gratitude, not Love. 


an | The End of the Fourth AR. 


A-E TH 


i SCENE, An Anti-Chamber in Lucinda's 
Jark Houſe; the Flat Scene balf open, diſcovers ' 

W Bed- Chamber; Lucinda in ber Night- 
— Gown, and reading by a Table. 


bove 

a Enter Roebuck groping his <way. 

e in ROEBUCK. 

3 ee what new happy Climate am I thrown ? 
ON NS 


This Houſe is Love's Labyrinth; I have 

25 ſtumbled into it by Chance. Ha! an 
Z Illuſon! let me look again.— Eyes, if you 
N 4 play me falle, [ Looking about] I'll pluck ye 
"Tis ſhe! *tis Lucinda ! alone, undreis'd, in a Bed- 
camber, between Eleven and Twelve a Clock A 
blelled Opportunity Now if her innate Principle of , 
| D 3 Virtue 
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Virtue defend her, then is my innate Principle of Man. 
hood not worth "I'wo-pence. Hold, ſhe comes for. 
ward. 


| Lucinda approaches reading, 

Luc. Unjuſt Prerogative of faithleſs Man, . 
Abuſing Pow'r which partial Heaven has granted ! 
In former Ages, Love and Honour ſtood 
As Props and Peauties to the Female Cauſe; 
But now lie proſtitute to Scorn and Sport. 
Man, made our Monarch, is a Tyrant grown, 
And Woman-kind muſt bear a ſecond Fall. 

Roc b. { Ajit] Ah, and a third too, or I'm miſtak. 


en. ———— 1 muſt divert this plaguy Romantick | 


Humonr, | 
Luc. While Virtue guided Peace, and Honour War, 
Their Fruits and Spoils were Off rings made to Love. 

Reehb. And *tis ſo ſtill; for [xa his Voice.] 
Beau with earlieſt Cherries Miſs does grace, 

And Soldicr offers Spoils of Flanders Lace. . 

Luc. Ha Protect me Heavens! What art thou? 

Roeb. A Man, Madam. 

Luc, What accurſed Spirit has driven you hither? 

Noch. The Spirit of Fleſh and Blood, Madam. 

Luc. Sir, what Encouragement have you ever received, 
to prompt you to this Impudence ? : 

Roeb. Umph! I muſt not own the Reception of a 
Note from her. [4/de.] Faith, Madam, I know not 
whether to attribute it to Chance, Fortune, my good 
Stars, my Fate, or my Deſtiny: But here I am, Ma- 
dam, and here I will be. [Taking her by the Hand. 

Luc. ¶ Pulling her Hand array,] If a Gentleman, my 
Commands may cauſe you to withdraw; if a Ruffian, my 
Footman ſhall diſpoſe of you. 

Roch. Madam, I'm a Gentleman; I know how to 
oblige a Lady, and how to ſave her Reputation. My 
Love and Honour go link'd together; they are my 
Principals: and if you'll be my Second, we'll engage 
immediately. | 
Luc. Stand off, Sir; the Name of Love and Honour 
are burleſqu'd by thy profeſſing em. Thy Love is Im- 

pudence, 
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pudence, and thy Honour a Cheat. Thy Mien and Ha- 
bit ſhew thee a Gentleman; but thy Behaviour 1s brutal. 
Thou art a Centaur; only one part Man, and the other 
Beaſt. | | | Dh 

Roeb. Philoſophy in Petticoats 1 No wonder Wo- 
men wear” the Breeches — [ 4/de.] And, Madam, you 
are a Demi-Goddeſs; only one part Woman, vother 


Angel; and thus divided, claim my Love and Ado- 


ration, 

Luc. Honourable Love is the Parent of Mankind ; 
but thine is the Corrupter and Debaſer of it. —— The 
Paſſions of you Libertines, is like your Drunkenneſs; 
Heat of Luſt, as bother is of Wine, and off with the 
next Sleep. | 

Roeb. No, Madam; an Hair of the ſame is my 
Receipt.— Come, come, Madam, all things are laid 
to Reſt that will diſturb our Pleaſure; whole Nature 
favours us; the kind indulgent Stars, that directed me hi- 
ther, wink at what we are about. — T were jilting 
of Fortune to be now idle; and ſhe, like a true Wo- 
man, once baulk'd, never affords a ſecond Opportunity. 
— Ii put out the Candle, the Torch of 2 ſhall 
light us to Bed. | 

Luc. To Bed, Sir —— Thou haſt Impudence enough 
to draw thy Rationality in Queſtion. Whence pro- 
ceeds it? From a vain thonght' of thy own Graces, or 
an Opinion of my Virtue? If from the latter, 
know that I am a Woman, whoſe Modeſty dares not 
doubt my Virtue ; yet have ſo much Pride to ſupport 
it, that the dying Groans of thy whole Sex, at my 
Feet, ſhould not extort an immodeſt Thought from 
me. | | 

Roeb. Your Thoughts may be as modeſt as you pleaſe, 
Madam.-—— You ſhall be as virtuous to morrow Morn- 
ing, as cer a Nun in Zurge; the Opinion of the 
World ſhall proclaim you ſuch, and that's the ſureſt 
Charter the moſt rigid Virtue in Z7g/end is held by. The 
Night has no Eyes to fee, nor have Ja Tongue to tell: 
One Kits ſhall teal np my 15 for ever. 


4 Luc. 
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Luc. That uncharitable Cenſure of Women, argues 
the Meanneſs of thy Converſation, 
Roeb. Her ſuperior Virtue awes me into Coldneſs.— 
Slife! it can't be Twelve fure. .-.- Night's a Lyar. 
Draats out his Watch, 
Luc. Sir, if you won't be gone, I muſt fetci: thoſe 
ſhall conduct you hence.—My Eyes are dazzled ſure. 
[Paging by him toxvards the Door, foe perceives 
the Feavel 45 4 to the Match. 
Pray, Sir, let me ſee that Jewel, 
Roeb. By Heavens ſhe has a mind to't! 
at your Service with all my Soul. 
Luc. Wrong not my Virtue by ſo poor a Thought. 


Oh, *tis 


what I now ſhall ask: Whence had you that Jewel ? 
Rzed. I exchanged Watches with a Gentleman, and 
had this Jewel into the Bargain. He valu'd it not, 
was a rifle from a Miſtreſs, | 
Luc. A Trifle, ſaid he Oh Indignation! am Iflighted 
thus ? I'll put a Jewel out of his Fower, that he 
wou'd pawn his Soul to retrieve. If you be a Gen- 


ileman, Sir, whom Gratitude can work up to Love, or 


a virtucus Wiſe reclaim, I'll make you a _—_ return 
for that 'I'rifle. 

Roeb. Hey day! a Wiſe, ſaid ſhe ? 222 

Luc. What's your Name, Sir? and of what Country ? 

Neeb. My Name's Roebuck, Madam. 

Luc. Roebuck! 

Noeb. Sdeath! I had forgot my Inſtructions — NMocl- 
mode, Madam Roebuck Mocſimode, my Name, and 
Sir name. 

Luc. NMocimode, my Squire! it can't be: But if it 
ſhou'd, I've made the better Exchange. Of what 

Fami ily are yon, Sir? 

Neceb. Of Meockmode-Hall in Shroffhire, Madam My 
Father's lately dead; I came lately from the Univerſity ; 

J have fifteen hundred Acres of as good fighting Ground, 

as any in Exgland ' I'was lucky I met that Block- 

head to Day. = [Afede, 


Luc, 


But anfwer directly, as you are a Gentleman, to 


Cuckolds ſhould go thither. 
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Luc. The very fame. ———And had you any Di- 
rections to court a Lady in London ? | 

Neeb. Umph! How ſhould I have found the 
way hither elle, Madam {— What the Devil will this 
come ta? ©, << [ Afrae. 

Luc. My Fool that I fron of, I find a pretty Gen- 
tleman. Dreams go by Contraries. Well, Sir, 
Jam the Lady; and if your Deſigns are honourable, 
I'm yours; take a turn in the Garden till I ſend for 
my Chaplain: You muſt take me immediately, for if 
I cool, I'm loſt for ever. DE 

Rocb. T think I am become a very ſober Shrop/oire 
Gentleman in good earneſt ; I don't ſtart at the Name 
of the Parſon Oh Fortune! Fortune! what art thou 
doing? If thou and my Friend will throw me into 
the Arms of a fine Lady, and great Fortune, how the 
Devil can J help it? Oh but, Zoons, there's Marriage! 
Ay, but there's Money. Oh! but there are Chil- 
dren, ſquawling Children. Ay, but then there are 
Rickets and Small Pox, which perhaps may carry them 
all away. Oh but there's Horns! Horns! Ay, 
but then I ſhall go to Heaven; for 'tis but reaſon- 
able, ſince all Marriages are made in Heaven, that all 
But then, there's Le- 
anthe ] that ſticks. I love her, witneſs Heaven, I love 
her to that Degree — Pſhaw, I Mal whine preſently — 
| love her as well as any Woman ; and what can ſhe 
expect more? I can't drag a Lover's Chain-a hundred 
Miles by Land, and a hundred Leagues by Water. 
Fortune has decreed it otherwiſe 80 lead 
on, blind Guide, I follow thee ; and when the Blind 
leads the Blind, no wonder they both fall into 
Matrimony. [Going out, meets Leanthe.] Oh my dear 
auſpicious littie Mercury! let me kiſs thee. 

Go, tell thy charming Miſtreſs, I obey her Commands. 
. 


Euter Leanthe. 
Lean. Her Commands ! Oh Heavens ! I muſt follow 
him. | [Goirg. 
Luc, Page, Page. ; 
| 3 | D 5: | Lear. 
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Diſcovering who J am, expoſes me to Shame. 


Lean, Oh my curs'd Fortune ! baulk'd again 
Madam. 


Luc. Call my Chaplain; I'm to be marry'd pre. 
ſently. 


Lean. Marry'd ſo ſuddenly! To whom, pray Ma- 


dam ? ? 


Luc. Ta the Gentleman you met going hence juſt 
NaQW. 


Lean. Oh Heavens! your Ladyſhip is not in earneſt, 
Madam? 

Luc. What, is Matrimony to be made a Jeſt of? 
Don't be impertinent, Boy; call him inſtantly. 

Lean. What ſhall I do? — Oh, Madam, ſuſpend it till 
the Morning, for Heav'n's ſake. Mr. Loveabell's in the 
Houſe; I met him not half an Hour ago; and he will 
certainly kill the Gentleman, and perhaps harm your 
Lady ſhip. 

* Lowezvell in 1 Houſe! How came he hi. 
ther ? 

Lean. I know not, Sd I ſaw him, and talk'd 
to him; he had his Sword drawn, and he threatned 
every body. Pray delay it to Night, Madam. 

Lue. No, I'm refolv'd; and I'll prevent his diſco- 
vering us; I'll put on a Suit of your Cloaths, and or- 
der Pindre)s to carry her Night-Gown to the Gentle. 
man in the Garden, and bid him meet me in the 
lower Harbour in the Weſt Corver, and ſend the Chap- 
lain chither inſtantly, Exit. 

Lean. Hold, Fortune, hold; thon haſt entirely won; 
For I am loſt. Thus long I have been rack'd _ 
On thy tormenting Wheel, and now my Eeart-ſtrings 
(break. 


Then what on Earth can help me ? 


Euter Pindreſs. 


Pin. Oh Lord! Page, what's the matter? Here's old 
doings, or rather new * doings. Prithee, let you and | 


throw in our Two-pence a- piece into chis Marriage- 


r. 
Loan. 


} 
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Lean, You'll draw nothing but Blanks, I'll aſſure 
you, from me. hut ſtay, let me conſider o th? 
Buſineſs, | N 

Pind. No Conſideration ; the Bus'neſs muſt be done 
hand over-head. | 

Lean. Well, I have one Card to play till ; and with 
you, Pindreſs. [Takes her Hand. 

Pind. You expect tho' that J ſhould turn up trump? 

Lean. No, not if I ſhuffle right. 4/de.] Well, 
Pindreſe, tis a Match. Be gone to the lower Arbour, 
at the Weit-corner of the Garden, and I'll come to 
thee immediately with the Chaplain. You mult not 
whiſper, for we muſt paſs upon the Chaplain for my 
Lady and the Gentleman. Haſte... 2 

Pind. Sha'n't I put on my new Gown firſt ? 

Lean. No, no, you ſhall have a Green-Gown for 
your Wedding in the Arbour. „ 

Pind. A Green Gown Well, all Fleſh is Graſs. 

Lean. Make haſte, my Spouſe, fly. 

Pind. And will you come? will you be ſure to come? 
O my little Green-Goofeberry, my Teeth water 
at ye! 

Lean. Now Chance 


No, thou'rt blind: 


Then Lowe, be thou my Guide, and ſet me right; 
The blind, like Chance, yew have beſt Eyes by Night. 


| [ Exit. 
SCENE, Bulfinch's Houſe. 
Enter Lovewell, Bruſh and Servant. 


Lowe. Mr. Lyrick abroad, ſay'ſt thou! and Mackmode 
with him! = g 

Ser. All abroad, my Miſtreſs and all. 

Love. I don't underitand this. Bruſh, run to Lu- 
einda's Lodgings, and obſerve what's doing thaie: I 
ſpy'd ſome haity Lights glancivg thro' the Roums 3 
Fil follow you preſently. [Exit bruſh. Cart you 
inform me which way they went ? | x 

Serv, Perhaps Mr. Meockmeode's Man can inform 2 

oe. 
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Love. Pray call him. 
Serv. Mr. Club, Mr. Club. 

Love, What, 1s the Fellow deaf? 

Serw. No, Sir, but he's aſleep, and in Bed 
Mr. Club, Mr. Club. 

Club. Augh ¶ Taaoning.] I'm aſleep, I'm aſleep ; 
don't wake me —Augh. 

Serv. Here's a Gentleman wants ye. 


Euter Club, with bis Coat unbutton'd, his Garters un— 


ty'd, ſcratching and yawning, as newly waken d H on 

Bed. 

Club. Pox o'your London Beeeding; what makes you 
waken a Man out of his Sleep that way? 

Laue. Where's your Maſter, pray Sir: 

Club. Augh——* Tis a fad thing to be broken of 
one's Reſt this way. | 

Live. Can you inform me where your Maſter's 
gone? | 

Club. My Maſter |!—————Augh 

[Stretching and yawning. 

Love. Yes, Sir. your Maſter. 

Club. My Mafter ! Augh What a Clock 1s it, 
Sir? I believe 'tis paſt Midngit, for I have gotten my 
fuſt Sleep Augh | 

Love. Thou' rt afleep ſtill, Blockhead. Anſwer me, 
Where's your Maſter ? 

Club. Augh I had the pleaſanteſt Dream when 
you cali'd me Augh I thought my Maſter's great 
black Stone horſe had broke looſe among the Mares. 
Augh And ſo, Sir, you call'd me — Adgh. 

And ſo I awaken'd. 

Love. Sitrah, [Strikes him] 
out, I hope. ie 

Club. Laune, Sir! what ye mean. Sir? My Maſter's 
as good a Man as you, Sir; Dem me, Sir. 

Lowe. Tell me preſently where your Maſter is, Sir— 
rah, or Pl duſt the Secret out of your Jacket. 

C!ub, Oh Sir, your Name's Lowveevell, Sir, 

tore, What then, Su ? 


or 


Now your Dream's 


Club 4 


. — 


* 
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Club. Why then my Maſter is—where you are not, 
Sir. My Maſter's in a fine Lady's Arms, and you 
are here, I take it. [ Shrugging, 
Lowe. Has he got a Whore a Bed with him? | 

Club. He may be Father to the Son of a Whore by 
this time, if your Miſtreſs Lucinda be one. Mr. Ly- 
rick did his Bus'neſs, and my Maſter will do her Bu- 
ſineſs, I warrant him, if o'th' right Shrof/bire Breed, 
which I'm ſure he is, for my Mother nurs'd him on 
my Milk. | 

Love. 'Two Calves ſuckl'd on the ſame Cow 
Ha, ha, ha. Gramercy Poet; has he brought the 
Play to a Cataſtrophe ſo ſoon? A rare Executioner, 
to clap him in the Female Pillory already ! ha, ha, 
ha. | 

Club. Ay, Sir; and a Pillory that you would give 
your Ears for; I warrant, you think my Maiter's over 


Head and Ears in the Ii Quagmire you would have 
drown'd him in. But, Sir, we have found the bottom 


on't. : ; l 

Lowe, Ne may paſs over the Quagmire, Sirrah; for 
there were ſtepping Stones laid in his way. 

Club. He has got over dry-ſhod, I'll aſſure you. 
Pray, Sir, did not you receive a Note from Lucinda, 
the true Lucinda, to meet her at Ten in her Garden, 
to Night? Why don't you laugh now?. Ha, ha, 
ha. 

Lowe. *Sdeath, Raſcal, What Intelligence cou'd you 
have of that ? 

Club. Hold, Sir, T have more Intelligence. You 
tnrew Mr. Lyrick his Poem, in a hurry, in the Park, 


and jullled that ſweet Letter out of your Pocket, Sir. 


This Letter fell into my Maſter's Hands, Sir, and 
diſcover'd your Sham, Sir, your Trick, Sir. Now, 
Sir, I think you are as deep in the Mud, as he is in 
the Mire. | | | 
Live. Curs'd Misfortune ! And where are they gone, 


Sir? Quickly, the Truth, the whole Truth, Dog, or 


1'il ſpit you like a Sparrow. 


Club, 


Limbs, I'll make a Synalcepha of him: I'll 


W hat hoa ? 
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Club. 1 deſign to tell you, Sir. Mr. Lyrick, Sir, 
being my Maſter's intimate Friend, or ſo, upon a 
Bribe of a hundred Pounds, or ſo, has ſided with him, 


taken him to Lucinda's Garden in your ſtead, and there's 


a Parſon, and all, and ſo forth Now, Sir, I hope 
the Poet has brought the Play to a very good Cata—— 
Cata what d'ye call him, Sir? 

Lowe. *Twas he I encounter'd in the Garden ——« 
*Sdeath ! Trick'd by the Poet! I'll cut off one of his 


Club. He, he, he! 
ſame Cow! He, he! 
Lowe. Nay, then I begin with you. [ Drubs him, 
Club. Zauns! Murder! Demme! Zauns! Murder! 
Zauns! [ Runs off, and Lovewell after him, 


T'wo Calves ſuck'd on the 


SCENE changes to the Anti-Chamber in Lucinda's 
Houſe; 4 Hat and a Sword on the Table. 


Enter Bruſh. 


Bruſb. I have been peeping and crouching about 


like a Cat a mouſing. Ha! 1 ſmell a Rat—a Sword 
and a Hat .—-T here are certainly a pair of Breeches 
appertaining to theſe, and may be lap'd up in my 


Lady's Lavender, who knows ? [ Liſtens. 


Enter Lovewell in a hurry. 

Lowe. What, Sir? What are you doing? I'm ruin'd, 
tricx d——— | 

Bru. J believe fo too, Sir.—See here! | 

bo: [Sheavs the Hat and Sword. 

Zove. By all my Hopes, Roebuck's Hat and Sword! 
This is Miſchief upon Miſchief. Run you to the Gar- 
den, Sirrah ; and if you find any Body, ſecure 'em; I'll 
ſearch the Houſe. 


Roebuck ? hoa ? 


Enter Roebuck unbutton d; runs to Lovewell and emora- 

ces him. © | 

Roëb. Dear, dear Lovearell, wiſh me Joy, with m 
Joy, my Friend, ; | 

| Love „ 


I'm ruin'd !——Fly— Roebuck 2 
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Lowe. Of what, Sir? 

Roch. Of the deareſt, tender'ſt, whiteſt, ſofteſt Bride, 
that ever bleſt Man's Arms. Pm all Air, all a Cupid, 
all Wings, and muſt fly again to her Embraces. De- 
tain me not, my Friend. 

Love. Hold Sir; 1 hope you mock me; tho' that it 
ſelf's unkind. 

Roch. Mock you! By Heav'ns, No: She's 
more than Senfe can bear, or Tongue expreſs, —— 
O Lucinda ! Should Heaven — 

Love. Hold, Sir, no more. : 

Rocb. I'm on the Rack of Pleaſure, and muſt confeſs 
all, | 


When her ſoft melting, white, and yielding Waiſt, 

Within my preſſing Arms was folded faſt, 

Our Lips were melted down by Heat of Love, 

And lay incorporate in liquid Kiſles, 

Whi-ſt in ſoft broken Sighs, we catch'd each other's 
Souls. 


Love. : Coma come, Roebuck, no more of this Extravã- 


zance. By Heav'n I ſwear you a'n't marry 
her. 

Roeb. By Heav'n I ſwear ſo too; for I'm marry'd 
already. | 


Love. Then thou'rt a Villain. 

Roeb. A Villain, Man ! Pſhaw, that's Non- 
ene. A poor Fellow can no ſooner get marry'd, than 
you imagine he may be call'd a Villain preſently. 
You may call me Fool, a Blockhead, or an Aſs, by the 
Authority of Cuſtom: But why a Villain, for God's 
ſa ke? 3 

Lowe. Did not you engage to meet, and fight a Gen- 
tleman for me in Morefields? 

Peeb. Did not you promiſe to engage a Lady for me 
at the Fountain, Sir? 

Love, This Lucindu is my Miſtreſs, Sir. 

Roeb. This Lucinda, Sir, is my Wife. | 

Love, Then this decides the matter. Draw, 

L Throws Roebuck, his Sword, and draws his ny 
G0, 
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. Prithee be quiet, Man, I've other Buſineſs to 
mind on my Wedding-night. I muſt in to my Bride. wy 


54,7 Pro! 
; [ Going. 7 

Lowe. Hold, Sir; move a ſtep, and by Heavens 1'i] 
ſtab thee. 5 
Roeb. Put up, put up; Pſhaw, I a'n't prepar'd to die; | 
I a'n't, Devil take me. | 8 
Love. Do you dally with me, Sir? he 
 Roeb. Why, you won't be ſo unconſcionable as to } 


kill a Man to ſuddenly; I han't made my Will vet, = 
Perhaps I may leave you a Legacy. Fey 
Love. Pardon me, Heavens, if preſsd by ſtinging 


Taunts, my Paſſion urge my Arm to act what's foul. on 

hy [er, to puſb at him, he 

Roeb. Hold. | Taking up his Sword. | * Tis ſafeſt F: 
making Peace, they ſay, with Sword in Hand : 


T1 tell thee what, Ned; I would not loſe this Night's 
Pleaſure for the Honour of fighting and vanquiſhing M. 
the Seven Champions of Chriftendom. Permit me then 8 
but this Night to return to the Arms of my dear Bride, ! 
and Faith and Troth I'll take a fair Thruſt with 
yon to morrow Morning. 

Love. What! beg a poor Reprieve for Life T} 
Then thou art a Coward. | 


1 Rocb. You imagined the contrary, when you employ'd " 
4 me to fight for you in Meorfielas. 5 


Love. Will nothing move thy Gall ? ———Thou'rt rh 
baſe, ungrateful. 


Roeb. Ungrateful ! I love thee, Ned; by Heavens, 85 
my Friend. I love | thee :. Therefore name not that 
Word again, for ſuch a Repetition wou'd over-pay ail A 
thy Favours. | 5 
Love. A cheap, a very cheap way of making Ac- 
knowledgment, and therefore thou haſt catched it, which 
makes thee more ungrateful. Ys F 
Rocb. My Friendſhip even yet does balance my Paſ- v 
ſion;, but throw in the leaſt” Grain more of an Aft- 1 
front, and by- Heaven you turn the Scale. Xs 
Lowe. | Pauſing] No, I've thought better; my 
\ Reaſon clears—She's not worth my Sword; a Bully 5 


only 
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emy ſhould draw in her Defence, for She's falſe, 4 
proſtitute. 15 [ Puts up bis Sabord. 

Roch. A Proftitute ! By Heavens, thou ly'ſt. [ Draavrs, 
Thou haſt Blaſphemed. Her Virtue anſwers the 
uncorrupted State of Woman; ſo much above Mo- 
deſty, that it mocks Temptation. She has convinc'd 
me of the bright Honour of her Sex, and I ſtand 
Champion now for the fai Female Cauſe. 

Love. Then TI have loſt what nought on Earth can 
pay. Curſe on ail Doubts, all jealouſies, that deſtroy 
cur preſent Happineis, by miſtruſting the future. Thus 
Misbelievers making their Heaven uncertain, find a 


certain Hell Ard is ſhe virtuous? Sound 
the bold Charge aloud, which does proclaim me 
guilty. 


Roeb. By Heavens, as virtuous as thy Siſter. 

Love. My Sifter |— Hal— J fear, Sir, your 
Marriage with Lucinda has wrong'd my Sitter ; ſor her 
you courted, and 1 heard ſhe lov'd you. | 

Reeb. I courted her, 'tis true, and lov'd her alſo; 
nay, my Love to her riva®d my Friendſhip tow'rds 
| and had my Fate allow'd me time for 
Thought, her dear Remembrance might have ftopp'd 
the Marriage. But fince tis paſt, I muſt own to you, 
to her, and all the World, that I caſt off all former 
Paſſion, and ſhall henceforth confine my Love to the 
dear Circle of her charming Arms, from which I juſt 
now parted. | 

Enter Leanthe in Woman's loſe Apparel. 

Lean. I take you at your Word: "Theſe are the 
Arms that held you. : a 

Roeb. Oh Gods and Happineſs! Leanthe ! 

Love. My Sifter ! Heavens! It cannot be. 

Roeb. By Heavens it can, it ſhall, it muſt be ſo 
For none on Earth cou'd give ſuch Joys, but ſhe—— 
Who would have thought my Joys cou'd bear Increaſe? 
Leveævell, my Friend! This is thy Siſter! Tis Le- 
anthe ! My Miſtreſs, my Bride, my Wife. 

Lean. I am your Siſter, Sir; as ſuch, I beg you to 
pardon the Effect of violent Paftion, which has dri- 

ven 
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ven me into ſome imprudent Actions: But none ſuch 
as may blot the Honour of my Virtue, or Family, 
To hold you no longer in ſuſpence, twas I brought 
the Letter from Leanthe ; twas I manag'd the Intrigyz 
with Lucinda; I ſent the Note to Mr. Roebuck this 
Afternoon; andi — | 

Roeb. That was the Bride of happy me. Dor 

Love. Thou art my Siiter and Guardian-Angel ; for Qu 
thou haſt bleſs'd thy ſelf, and bleſs thy Brother. Lacin- | 


dd till is ſafe, and may be mine. 4 


Reb. May! She ſhall be thine, my Friend. Fo 
Love. Where is Lucinda ? | 


Enter Mock mode. 5 5 


Nach. Not far off; tho' far enough from you, by the 
Univerſe. 


pe Leen, You muſt give me leave not to believe you, 5 
ir. 
Mock. Oh, Madam ! I crave you ten thouſand Par. 0 
dons. by the Univerſe, Madam, Zauns, Madam, Dem me, 5 
Madam. [Ofers to ſalute her aukwardy, t 
Love. By your leave, Sir.——— [Thruſts him back, ( 
 Roeb. Ah, Couſin Mockmade } == How do all ; 
our Friends in SHropſhbire? . — 
| 


Mock. Now, Gentlemen, I thank you all for your 

Trick, your Sham. You imagine I have, got your 

Whore, Couſin, your Crack. But, Gentlemen, by the 

Aſſiſtance of a Poet, your Sheely is metamorphos'd into 

the real Lucinda; which your Eyes ſhall teſtify. Bring 
Guilty, or not Guilty ? 


Enrer Lyrick and Trudge. 
Trud. Oh my dear Roebuck ! [ Trudge ſeeing Roe- 
buck, throws off her Maſque, flies to him, takes him a- 
bout the Neck and kiſſes hem] And Faith is it you, 


dear Joy? And where have you been theſe ſeven long 
ears? 


Meck. Zauns! | 
Roeb. Hold off, ſtale Iniquity. Madam, you'll 
pardon this? [To Leanthe. 


uud. 


fuck 
Nily, 
ught 
igue 


this 


for 


cin 


Love and 4 Bottle. 91 


Jud. Indeed I won't live with that Stranger. You 
promis'd to marry me, fo you did. Ah, Sir, Neday's 
1 brave Poy, God bleſs him; he's a whole Armful; 
Lord knows, I had a heavy Load of him. | 

Love. Guilty, or not Guilty, Mr. BMockmode ? 

Mock. Tis paſt that; I am condemn'd; I'm hang'd 
in the Marriage Nooſe.— Hark ye, Madam, was this the 
Doctor that let you Blood under the Tongue for the 
Quinſey ? 

Trud. Yes, that 1t was, Sir. | 

Moch. Then he may do ſo again; for the Devil tak 
me it ever | breath a Vein for ye Mr. Zyrich, is 
this your Poetical Friendſhip:? 

Lyr. I had only a mind to convince you of your 
Squireſhip. | 

Live. Now, Siſter, my Fears are over. 
Lucinda? How is ſhe diſpos'd of? 

Lean. The Fear ſhe lay under of being diſcover'd by 
you, gave me an Opportunity of impoſing Pindreſs upon 
her inſtead of this Gentleman, whom ſhe expected to wear 
one of Pindreſs's Night-Gowns as a Diiguiſe, To make 
the Cheat more current, ſhe diſguisd her ſelf in my 
Cloaths, which has made her paſs on her Maid for me; 
and I by that Opportunity putting on a Suit of her's, paſt 
upon this Gentleman for Lucinda: My next Buſineſs 
is to find her out, and beg her Pardon, endeavour her 
Reconcilement to you, Which the Diſcovery of the Mit- 
takes between both will eafily effect. [Exit. 


Roch. Well, Sir, [Tos Lyrick.] how was your Plot 


carried on ? | 
Lyr. Why this Squire (will you give me leave to call 
you {o now ?) this *Squire had a mind to perfonate Lowe- 


ae, to catch Lucinda.——So J made Traudge to perſonate 


Lucinda, and ſnap him in this very Garden.—Now, Sir, 
you'll give me leave to write your Epithalamium ? 
Mack. My Epithalamium ! my Epitaph, Screech-Owl, 
for 'm buried alive. But I hope you'll return my hundred 
Pound J gave you for marrying me. | 
Lyr. No; but for five hundred more I'll unmarry you. 
Theſe are hard Times, and Men of Induſtry muſt make 
Money. Moeck. 


But where's 
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Mock. Here's the Money, by the Univerſe, Sir; a Bill 
of five hundred Pound Sterling, upon Mr. Ditto the Mer. 
cer in Cheapfide. Bring me a Reprieve, and 'tis yours. 

Lyr. Lay it in that Gentleman's Hands. 

[Gives Roebuck e Bill. 

The Executioner ſhall cut the Rope. [Goes to the Door, 
and brings in Bullſinch d reſsd like a Parſm, 

Here's Revelation for you! [ Pulls open the Gown, 

Ack. Oh thou damn'd Whore of Babylon ! 

Love. What, Pope Joan the Second! Were you the Prieſt? 

Bull. Of the Poet's Ordination. 

Lyr. Ay, ay, before the time of Chriſtianity the Poets 
were Prieſts. 

8 No wonder then that all the World were Hea- 
(hens. 

Lyr. How d'ye like the Plot? Would it not do well 
for a Play ? My Money, Sir [ To Roebuck, 
EKced. No, Sir; it belongs to this Gentlewoman —— 
[Gives it to Trudge.] you have divorc'd her, and mult 
give her a ſeparate Maintenance There's another 
turn of Plot you were not aware of, Myr. Lyric. 

Enter Lucinda, Leanthe, and Pindreſs. 

Luc. You have told me Wonders. 

Lean. Here are theſe can teſtify the Truth. This 
Gentleman is the real Mr. Mockmede, and much ſuch 
another Perſon as your Dream repreſented. 

' Reoeb. J hope, Madam, you'll pardon my diſſembling, 
ſince only the Hopes of ſo great a Purchaſe could 
cauſe it. „„ | 

Luc. Let my wiſhing you much Joy and Happineſs 
in your Bride; teſtify my Reconciliation ; and at the Re- 
queſt of your Siſter, Mr. Loveabell, I pardon your paſt 
Jealouſies. You threatned me, Mr. Loweawell, with an 
1rifþ Entertainment at my Wedding. I wiſh it preſent 
now, to aſſiſt at your Siſter's Nuptials. 

Lean, At my laſt going hence, I ſent for em, and 
they're ready. | 
Lowe, Call 'em in then, | 
[ 4: Iriſh Entertainment of three Men and three 

Momen, dreſs d after the Fingallian Faßbion. 


Luc. 
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Luc. T muſt reward your Siſter, Mr. Laveavell, for 


the many Services done me as my Page. I therefore 


ſettle my Fortune and my {ſelf on you, on this Con- 

dition, That you make over your Eſtate in Ireland to 

your Siſter, and that Gentleman. | 
Love. Tis done, only with this Proviſo, Brother, 

That you forſake your Extravagancies. | 
Reb. Brother, you know I always lighted Gold, 

But moſt when offer'd as a ſordid Bribe. | 

] {corn to be brib'd even to Virtue, 

But for bright Virtue's ſake, I here embrace it. 

[Embracing Leanthe. 
J have eſpous'd all Goodneſs with Leanthe, 
And am divorc'd from all my former Follies. 


Woman's our Fate, Wild and unlawful Flames 
Debauch us firſt, and ſofter Love reclaims. 
Thus Paradiſe was lſt by Woman's Fall, 
But wirtuous Woman thus reſtares it all. 
| [Exennt omnes. 


EPTILOGUE 


Written and ſpoke by Fo. Haynes in 
Mourning. 


Come not here, your Poets Fate too ſee, 
He and his Play may both be damn'd for me : 
No, Royal Theatre, I come to Mourn for 

i 'Thee. 

And muſt theſe Structures then untimely fall, 

Whilf? tl other Houſe flands, and gets the Devil and all? 

Muſt fill kind Fortune through all Weathers ſteer em? 

And Beauties bloom there, ſpite of E.dax Rerum? 

Vivitur ingenio, that damn'd Motto there, | 

[ Looking up at it, 

Seduc d me firſt to be a wicked Player. 

Hard Times indeed ! Oh Tempora! Oh Mores ! 

4 know that Stage muſt down, where not one Whore is, 


But can you have the Hearts the. Pray now ſpeak } 
After all cur Services, to let us break ? 
You cannot dot, unleſs the Devil's in ye. | 
What Arts, what Merit, ha mt wwe us'd to wir ye ? 
Firſt, to divzert ye awith ſome new French Szrowters ; 
He brought ye Bona Sere's, Barba Colars. | 
[Mocking the late Singers. 


When their Male-Throats no long er drexv your Money, 
Ve got you an Eunuch's Pipe, Seignior Rampony. 
That Beardleſs Songſter awe cod ne er make much on: 
The Females found a damn'd Blotch in his Scutcheon. 
An Italian now avewe got, of mighty Fame, 
Don Sigiſmondo Fideli There's Muſick in his Name : 


s 2 
+ * 


E PII. OGTUE; 


His Voice is lite the Muſick of tbe Spheres, 

y1 Ithou'd be Heavenly for the Price it bears. [201. a time. 
He's a hand me Fellow too, looks bris and trim: 
It he don't take ye, then the Devil take him. 

Feſides, leſt our white Faces always mayn't delight ye, 

ls We've pickt up Gipſies now to pleaſe, or fright ye. 


Laſth, to make our Houſe more Courtly ſhine, 
in J Travel does the Men of Mode refine, 
do our Stage Heroes did their Tour deff2n. 
To mend their Manners, and coarſe Engliſh Feeding, 
They event to Ireland, % 7mprove their Breeding, ; 
let, for all this, ave ſtill are at a boſs, 
05 Collier! Collier! tho? frighted away Miſs C8; 
She, to return our Foreigners Complaiſance, 
ft Cupid's Call has made a Trip to France. 
7 ve's Fire-Arms here, are fince not worth à Sous: 


7 Net de los the only Touch-hole' of our Houle. 


Lofing that Feævel, gave us a fatal Blow : 
Nell, if thin Audience muſt Jo. Haynes undo, 
: . Well, if tis decreed, nor can thy Fate, O Stage, 
: Rejije the Vows of this obdurate Ape, 
I'll then groxv aviſer, leave off playing the Fool, 
And hire this Play-houſe for a Boarding-School : 


is, . 5 Y „ . = 
Dye think the Maids aren't be in a feweet Condition, 
IVhen they are under Jo. Fiaynes's grave Tuition ? 
They'll hade no occaſion then, Im ſure, 10 Play, 
They'll have ſuch Comings-m another away. 
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9s 2 8 318 no ſmall Reflection on Pie-- 
S - 2 ces of this Nature, that Pane-- 

; gyrick is fo much improv'd, 
: and that Dedication is grown 
more an Art than Poary's 3 that. 
Authors, to make their Patrons more than; 
Men, make themſelves leſs; and that Perſons. 
of Honour are forc'd to decline patronizing. 
Wit, becauſe their Modeſty cannot bear the 
groſs Strokes of Adulation.. 

But give me leave to ſay, Sir, that I am 
too young an Author to have learnt. the Art 
of Flattery; and I hope, the ſame Modeſty 


which recommended this Play to the World, 
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The DEDICATION. 


will alſo reconcile my Addreſſes to You, of 
whom I can ſay nothing but what your Me. 
rits may warrant, and all that have the Ho- 
nour of your Acquaintance will be proud to 
vindicate, 
= The greateſt Penegyrick upon you, S R, 
—_— is the unprejudic'd and bare Truth of Your | 
= Character; the Fire of Youth, with the Se 
—_— dateneſs of a Senator, and the Modern Gaiety | 
, = of a fine Exygliſh Gentleman, with the Noble 
TY  _ &Solidity of the Antient Briton. 

This is the Character, SI R, which all 
=_ You, and which more celebrated Pers than 
"I mine ſhould tranſmit to Poſterity. 

—* The Play has had ſome Noble Appear- 
—_— ances to honour its Repreſentation; and to 
_ Xcomplcat the Syccef, I have preſum'd to pre. 
A fix ſo Noble a Name to uſher it into the 
1 World. A ſtately Frontiſpiecè is the Beauty 
. ö of a Building. _ here £1 muft fFaniverit 
| 
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2» = Ovid. 

Materia ſuperabit Opus. 

; I am, Honourable S 1 R, 

i | ___ Your moſt Devoted, and 


— Gro. FaRCOHAR. 


Men, but your Self, are proud to publiſh of I by 


N NV elle Modeſty is very often 
Fe he greateſt Vanity, and Authors 
are . ſometimes prouder of their 
Bluſbes than of the Praiſes that 
oy them. ſban' therefore, hike a 
liſh Virgin, fly to be purſwd, and deny 
ar. oba: I chiefly with for. I am very willing to 
iknowledge the Beauties of this Play, eſpe 
tally thoſe of the Third Night, which not 
tb be proud of, were the height of Im- 


the 
uy pudence : who ig aſbam'd to value himſelf upon 
rf. Ni Favours, undervalues thoſe who con- 


erred them. 


As T freely ſubmit to the Criticif ms. of _ 
Tudicious, fo I cannot call this an Il Play, 
ince the Town has. allow'd it ſuch Succeſs. 
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When they have pardon'd my Faults, *twere 
try Ill Manners to condemn their Indulgence. 
me may - think (my Acquaintance in Town 
leing too ſlender to make a Party for the Play) 
lat the Succeſs muſt be deriv'd from the pure 

3 Merits. 
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3 _ READER. 
Alerts of the Cauſe. I am of another Oi. 


nion: I have not been long enough in Town to 
raiſe Enemies againſt me; and the Engliſh 
are ftill kind to Strangers. I am below the 
Envy of great Wits, and above the Malice 
of little ones. I have not diſpleas'd the Ladies, 
nor offended the Clergy ;, both which are nou 
pleasd to ſay, that a Comedy may be divert. 
Ing without Smut and Profaneneſs. 

Next to theſe Advantages, the Beauties if 
Action gave the greateſt Life to the Play; if 
which the Town is fo ſenſible, that all will 
Join with me in Commenaation of the Actors, 
and alſo (without detratting from the Merit if 
others) that the Theatre-Royal affords an Ex. 
cellent and Compleat Set of Comedians. Mr. 
Wilk's Performance has ſet him ſo far above 
Competition in the Part of Wildair, that none 
can pretend to envy the Praiſe due to his Me. 
rit. That he made the Part, will appear 
from hence, that whenever the Stage has ile ¶ li. 
Misfortune to loſe him, Sir Harry Wildair W%: 
may go to the Jubilee. 

A great many quarrel at the Trip to the Hy. 
Jubilee for « Miſnomer : I muſt tell then, Wa, 
That perhaps there are greater Trips in be 
Play; and when T find that more exact 2 And 
Bave bad better Succeſs, Dll talk with the C 
ticks about Decorums, Sc. However, if Td 15770 
commit another Fault of this Nature, Fil en- Nane 
deavour to make it more Excuſable. 


/ 
> 
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PROLOGUE. 


By a FRIEND. 


OETS will think fo nothing checks their. Fury, 
As Wits, Cits, Beaux, and Women for their. FURY. 

ur Spark's half dead. to thin aubat Mealey's come, 
lb blended Fudę ments to pronounce his Doom: 
Ts all falſe Fear ; for, in a mingid Pit, 
Wiy, what your. grave Don thinks but 'dully worit, 
His Neighbour ith* Great Wig may take for Mit. 
me Authors Court the Few, the Wiſe, if any; 
Our Youth's content, if he can reach the Many; 


Net to obſerve what Prieſts or Poets ſay, 

No! no your Thoughts, like theirs, lie quite another bay. 
lhe Ladies ſafe may ſmile : for here's na Slander, 

% Smut; no Lewa:tongu'd Beau, uc double Entenure. 

li true, he has a Spark juſt came from France; 
But then ſo fan from Beau———awhby he talks Senſe! 
ie Coin of t.carny'd\ out, but+-ſeldain'brought;from thence. « 
here's yet a Gang, to whom our Spark ſubmits, 
lor Elboxw-fhaking Fool, that lives by*s Wits, 
That's only Witiy, tho, juſt as he lives, by Fits. 
Ibo Lion-like, through Bayliffs, ſcours away, 
hen, Hunts, in the Face, a Dinner all tbe Day: 

be M Night, abith empty Bowels, Grumbles oer the PLAY. 
lays dad now the Modis Prentice he implores, 
Ori. Who, with his Maſter's Caſb, ftoPn out of Doors, 
Employs it on à Brace off Honourable Whores : 

| Mile their good Bulky Mother, pleas d, fits by, 

c- bad Regent of the Bubble Gallery. 


Next 


Vis go wuith much-like Ends to Church and Play, 77 
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PROLOGUE, 


Next, to our mounted Friends, aue humbly move, 
Who, all your Side-box Tricks, are much above, 
And never fail to pays us ——with their Love. 

Ah Friends! Poor Dorſet-Garden Houſe is gone: 
Our merry Meetings there are all undone. | 5 
Quite boft to us, ſure for ſome ſtrange A. wa 
That ſtrong Dog Sampſon's pulPd it oer our Head: ; 
Snaps Rope /ike Thread; but when his Fortune's told hin 
He'll hear, perhaps, of Rope, will one Day hold him: 
At leaft, I hope, that our Good natur d Town, 

Will find a Way to pull his Prices down. 

Well, that's all! Now, Gentlemen, for the PLAY, 
Oz ſecond Thoughts, I've but two Words to ſay; 
Such as it is, for your Delight, defign'd 
Hear it, Read, Try, Fudge, and ſpeak as you find. 
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A New PROLOGUE, "y 


In ANSWER to my very Good Friend, M.) 
Oldmixon; who, having Two PLAYS Damn uk 
at the Old BN had a Mind to curry Fi" 8 
vour, to have a Third Damn d at the New, E. 


7 oy IS hard the Author of this PLAY in view, *s 
Shau'd be Condemn'd, purely for pleaſing you : 

Charg'd with a Crime, which you his Judges, own 

Was only this, that he has Pleas'd the Toaun. 

He touch'd no POET's Verſe, zor DOCTOR's Bills; 

No Foe to B——re, yet a Friend to Wills. 

No Reputation Stabb'd, by ſour Debate ; 

| Nor had a Hand in Bankrupt Briſco's Fate: 

And, as an Eaſe tos Tender Conſcience, wows, 

He's none of thoſe that Broke the Fother Houſe : 


Is 


PROLOGUE. 


þ perſed? Pity to their Wretched Cheer, > Mk 

Wauſe his PLAY was Bad he brought it here. 

ſhe dreadful Sin of Murder cries aloud ; 

fad ſure thoſe; Poets, ne er can hope for Good, 

Who dipp d their Barb'rous Pens in that poor Houſe's 
Blood. AJ * 

was Malice all: No Mall 2 A. to 7 heirs, 

{write Good PLAYS, purpoſe" 26 fare the Players. 

farve bys Wit, Ari r Poet due; 

qu, here are Men, whoſ# Wir; u maith'd by fea ; 

fir Wit both flaruss. themſelves, ai others too, 

7 PLAYS are Farce, becauſe our Houſe id Cramm d; 

ſrir PLAYS all Good; "For aubat f'——bectinſe they re 
Damn" N . 11% 7 EV bis 9s02usds Cl 28919 

Pauſe awe pleaſure you, you call us Tools ; 

0 cauſe yer pleaſe your ſelves, rey cull you Fook. 

their Good Nature, theji'are Wits trut Blue; 

% Men of Breeding, Y their Refpetts 16 you. 

| engage the Fair, all-other Means being laſt, SL 

I fright the Boxes 2 So Old Shakefpear's! now; peru 

e Ladies of fuch Spectres ſhould take het; 

, baba th DEVIL did raiſe the Ghoſt frideed. © 

tir Caſes hard, that ſuch Deſpair® can /Boew 3 

ty we di ſcblig d all Pozwers, Abawve, they, know ; 

d now muſt have Recourſe Je to Powers Belrw. 

Lt Shakeſpear, then lit u,; GRoſts do' n gb 

t Fair are better pleasd worth Flas Und? Blood: 


in 


VU 
: hat is't to them, to Mind te Atitient's Taſte? 
but, the Paar Folks: are Maud, and Pm in Haſte. 
; C Runs off. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M EN. 


Sir Harry Wildair, An Airy Gen- 
tleman affecting humorous Gaie- Mr. Valk, 
ty, and Freedom, in his Behaviour. 
Standard, A Diſbanded Colonel, C300 5 
owel, 
Brave and Generous. 
Vixard, Outwardly Pious, other- | 
wiſe a great Debauchee and Vil Mr. Mill. 
lanous. | 
Smuggler, An old Merchant. Mr. Johnson. 
Clincher, A pert London Prentice 


turn'd Beau, and affecting Tra- Mr. e 


vel. N Un Ae 
Clincher, jun. "His. Brother open * 5 whe 
in the Country. Pra 
Dicky, His Man. 5 Mx. Need, 
Tom. Erraud, A. Porter. 1 a7 8 "Mr. Haipee. 


W. O N E N. 


Lurewell, A Lady ofa Jiting Tem. | 
per proceeding. from | a Relent- 
ment of her Wrongs from Men. 2 26 

Lady Darling, Ay old La Mo. 
ther to Pin. NR I Sh N we, Pavel 

Angelica, A Woman of Honour. Mrs. Rogers. 

Parley, Maid to Lurewell. Mrs. Moor. 


Conſtable, Mob, Porter's Wife, Servants, c. 
an e E N | L O ND O N. 
T H 


CON STANT COUPLE. 


e 
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SCENE. The Park. 


Enter Vizard with a Letter, Servant following. 


V 


NGELICA ſend it back ed 


eon! 
2 WP Servant. As you fee, Sir. 
LD G 


2 


79 
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© FRE SN Viz. The Pride of theſe virtuous Wo. 
| = men is more unſufferable, than the Im- 
— * Proſtitutes 
o ſlight me thus! 
Serv. She ſaid, Sir, That imagining your, Morals ſin- 
tere, ſhe gave you Acceſs to her Converſation ; but that 


H! your late Behaviour in her Company has convinc'd her 


that 
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After all my Encouragement, 


14 The ConsTanT CoveLs: Or, 


that your Love and Religion are both Hypocriſy, ang 
that ſhe believes your Letter like your ſelf, fair on the 
out- ſide, foul within; ſo ſent it back unopen'd. 

Vis. May Obſtinacy guard her Beauty till Wrinkles 


bury it; then may Deſire prevail to make her curſe that! 
"Il 
be reveng'd the very firſt Opportunity——Saw you the 


untimely Pride her diſappointed Age repents 


old Lady Darling, her Mother ? 
Serv. Yes, Sir, and ſhe was pleas'd to fay much 1 in 
your Commendation. 
Viz. That's my Cue 


An Eſteem . grafted in old 


Age 1s hardly rooted out. Years ſtiffen their Opinions 
with their Bodies, and old Zeal is only to be cozen'd by 
Run to the Lady Lureævell's, and 
know of her Maid, whether her Ladyſhip will be a 
home this Evening; her Beauty is ſufficient Cure for 
Angelica's Scorn. [Exit Servant. 


young Hypocriſy 


(Viz. pulls out a Book, reads and walks about. ) 


Enter Smuggler. 


| Smug. Ay, there's a Pattern for the young — o'th' | 


Times, at his Meditation ſo early; ſome Book of pious 
Ejaculations, I'm ſure. 

Viz. This Hobbs is an excellent Fellow! {a/ige.) O 
Uncle Smuggler! to find you at this End o'th' Town 
is a Miracle. 

Smug. I have ſeen a Miracle this Morning indeed, 
Couſin Vixard. 

Viz. What was it, pray Sir? 

Smug. A Man at his Devotion fo near the Court 
I'm very glad Boy, that you keep your Sanctity un- 
tiinted in this infectious Place; the very Air of this 
Park is heatheniſh, and every Man's Breath J meet, 
ſcents of Atheiſm. 

Fiz. Surely, Sir, ſome great Concern muſt bring you 
to this unſanctified End of the Town. 


F mug. 


a Trip to the JuBIL EE. 15 

Smug. A very unſanctified Concern, truly Couſin. 

Vis. What is't? 

Sug. A Law-ſuit, Boy Shall I tell you My 
Ship the Szban is newly arriv'd from St. Sebaſtian's, la- 
tn with Portugal Wines: Now the impudent Rogue of 
; Tide-waiter has the Face to affirm, tis French Wines 
n Haute Caſks, and has indicted me upon the Sratute 
— ——-OY Conſcience, Conſcience! theſe Tide-waiters 
nd Surveyors plague us more with their French Wines, 
tan the War did with the French Pri. Vateers Ay, 
dere; 8 another Plague of the Nation 

Enter Colonel Standard. 


red Coat and Feather. 


Vis. Col. Standard, I'm your humbl e Servant. 

Sand. May be not, Sir. „ 

Viz. Why ſo? 

Stand. Bęcauſe— I'm diſbanded. 

Viz. How? broke! 

Stand. This very Morning, in H:ide-Park, my brave 
Regiment, a thouſand Men, that look'd like Lions Ve- 
lerday, were ſcatter'd, and look'd as poor and ſimple as 
de Herd of Deer that gras'd beſide em. 

mug. Tal, al, deral (Singing } PN have a Bonfire this 
Night as high as the Monument. 

Stand. A Bonfire! thou dry, wither'd ill Nature; 
had not theſe brave Fellows Swords defended you, your 
Houſe had been a Bonfire &er this about your Ears 
Did we not venture our Lives, Sir ? 

Smug. And did we not pay for your Lives, Sir? 
Venture your Lives! Pm ſure we ventur'd our Money, 
and that's Life and S-ul to me — Sir, We'll maintain 
jou no longer. | 

Stand. Then your Wives ſhall, old {#econ: There are 
ive and thirty ſtrapping Officers gone this Morning to 
ive upon free Quarters in the City. 

Smug, O Lord? O Lord! I ſhall have a Son within 

2 | theſe 
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theſe nine Months born with a Leading-ſtaff in his Hang 6 


ir, you are 
Stand. What, Sir? 
Smug. Sir, I ſay you are 
Stand. What, Sir? | 
Smug. Diſbanded, Sir, that's all—I ſee my Law. 
yer yonder. [ Exit, 
Vis. Sir, m very ſorry for your Misfortune. 
Stand. Why fo? I don't come to borrow Money of 


you; if you're my Friend, meet me this Evening at the | 


Rummer, I'll pay my Way, drink a Health to my King, 


Proſperity to my Country, and away for * To- | 


morrow Morning. 
Vis. What! you won't leave us? 


Stand. Wat! a Soldier ſtay here! to look like au 


old Pair of Colours/in Veſiminſter-Hall, ragged and r- 
ſty! No, no met Yeſterday a broken Lieutenant; 
he was aſham'd to own that he wanted a Dinner, but 
begg'd Eighteen-pence of me to buy a new Sheath for 
his Sword. 

Viz. O, but you have good Friends, Colonel ! 

Stand. O, very good Friends! my Father's a Lord, 
and my elder Brother a Beau. 

Viz. But your Country may perhaps want your Sword 
again. 


Stand. Nay, for that Matter, let but a ſingle Drum 


beat up for Volunteers between Ludgate and Charing 
Cro/5, and I fhall undoubtedly hear it at the Walls of 
Buda. 

Fiz. Come, come, Colonel, there are ways of ma- 
king your Fortune at Home Make your Addrelſes 
to the Fair, you're a Man of Honour and Courage. 

Stand. Ay, my Courage is like to do me wondrous 
Service with the Fair: 'This pretty croſs Cut over wy 
Eye will attract a Dutcheſs I warrant *twill be a 


mighty Grace to my ogling Had I us'd the Strata 
gem 


land | 


1 
2 
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gem of a certain Brother Colonel of mine, I might ſuc- 
ceed. | 

Vis. What was it, pray ? 

Stand. Why, to fave his pretty Face for the Women, 
he always turn'd his Back upon the Enemy He 
was a Man of Honour for the Ladies. 

Viz. Come, come, the Loves of Mars and Venus will 
never fail, you muſt get a Mifreſs. 

Stand. Prithee, no more on't You have awaken'd 
a Thought, from which, and the Kingdom, I wou'd 


have ſtoln away at once To be plain, I have a 
Miftre/s. | 
Vis, And ſhe's cruel. 

Stand. N O. 

Viz. Her Parents prevent your Happineſs? 

Staud. Nor that. 

Viz. Then ſhe has no Fortune ? 

Stand. A large one, Beauty to tempt all Mankind, 
and Virtue to beat off their Aſſaults. O YVizaxd! ſuch a 
Creature — Hey dey! Who the Devil have we here? 

Viz. The Joy of the Play-houſe, and Life of the Park. 
[Enter Sir Harry Wildair, craſſes the Stage ſinging, with 
Foatmen after him. | Sir Harry Wildair newly come 
irom Pars. | | 

Stand. Sir Harry Wildair Did not he make a Cam- 
paign in Flanders ſome three or four Years ago? 

Fiz. The ſame. | 

Stand. Why, he behav'd himſelf very bravely. 
Vix. Why not? Doſt think Bravery and Gaiety are 
inconſiſtent? He's a Gentleman of moſt happy Circum. 
ſtances, born to a plenciful Eſtate, has had a genteel and 
eaſy Education, free from the Rigidneſs of Teachers, 
and Pedantry of Schools. His florid Conſutution being 
never ruffl ed by Misfortune, nor ſtinted in its Pleaſures, 
has render'd him entertaining to others, and eaſy to him- 
n all Paſſion into Gaiety of Humour, by 
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which he chuſes rather to rejoice his Friends, than be | 


hated by any ; as you ſhall ſee, 


Enter Wildair. 
Wild. Ha! YVizard! 
Viz. Sir Harry! 


Mild. Who thought to find you out of the Rubrict ſo 
long? I thought thy Hypocriſy had been wedded to a 
Sir, if I miſtake not your | 


Pulpit-Cuſhion long ago 
Face, your Name is Standard. 
Stand. Sir Harry, I'm your humble Servant. 


Wild. Come, Gentlemen, the News, the News ob 


Town; for I'm juſt arriv'd. 

Viz. Why, in the City-end o'th* Town we're playing 
the Knave to get Eſtates. 

Stand. And in the Court-end, playing the Fool in 
ſpending 'em. 

Wild. Juſt fo in Paris; I'm glad we're grown ſo Mob. 

Viz. We are all fo reform'd, that Gallantry is taken 
for Vice. 

Stand. And Hyprocriſy for Religion. 

Wild. Alamode de Paris agen. 


Vix. Not one Whore between Luagate and Aldgate, | 


Stand. But ten times more Cuckolds than ever. 
Viz. Nothing like an Oath in the City. 


Stand. That's a Miſtake ; for my Major ſwore a hun- 
dred and fifty laſt Night, to a Merchant s Wife in her | 


Bed-chamber. 

Wild. P'ſhaw, this is wrifling ; tell me News, Gentle. 
men. What Lord has lately broke his Fortune at the 
Groom-Porters? or his Heart at New- Market, for the Lols 
of a Race? What Wife has been lately ſuing in Do#urs 
Commons for Alimony? or, What Daughter run away 
with her Father's Valet? What Beau gave the nobleſt 
Ball at the Bath, or had the fineſt Coach in the Ring? J 
want News, Gentlemen. 

Stand. Faith, Sir, theſe are no News at all, : 

ix. 


ſe 


| a Trip to the JUBILEE, 19 
an be Viz. But pray, Sir Harry, tell us ſome News of your 


Travels. 
Vila. With all my Heart ou muſt know then, 
I i went over to Amferdam in a Dutch Ship; I there had 
1 Dutch Whore for five Stivers: I went from thence to 
ck fp | landen, where I was heartily drab'd in the Battle with 
1 to, || the But-end of a Swiſs-Muſket. I thence went to Paris, 
- your where | had half a dozen Intrigues, bought half a dozen 
| new Suits, fought a couple of Duels, and here I am 
again in ſatu quo. | 
SO ] Vix. But we heard that you deſign'd to make the 
l Tour of Tak; what brought you back fo ſoon ? 
| Wild. That which brought you into the World, and 
may, perhaps, carry you out of itz a Woman. 
Stand. What! Quit the Pleaſures of Travel for a 
Woman! 
hab. Wild. Ay, Colonel, for ſuch a Woman! I had SLE 
taken J fee her Ruell, than the Palace of Lewis le Grand: There's * 
more Glory in her Smile, than in the Fabilee at Rome, 1 
and I would rather kiſs her Hand than the Pope's Toe. 
Viz. You, Colonel, have been very laviſh in the Beau- 
ty and Virtue of your Miſtreſi, and Sir Harry here has 
been no leſs eloquent in the Praiſe of his: Now will I 
| lay you both ten Guineas a-piece, that neither. of them 
hun: is fo pretty, ſo witty, or fo virtuous, as mine. 
ber Stand. Tis done. 2 
Mild. I'll double the Stakes- But, Gentlemen, W 
entle. now I think on't, How ſhall we be reſolv'd? For I 1 
t the know not where my Miftre/5 may be found; ſhe leſt Pa- =z 
Tok 3 ris about a Month before me, and I had an Account 1 | 
fart Stand. How, Sir! Left Paris about a Month before you 1 
away Wild. Ay! But I know not where, and * 1 
oblet ) may'nt find her this Fortnight. 'P | 
o? Stand. Her Name, pray, Sir Harry. 
Viz. Ay, ay! Her Name? Perhaps we know her. .- 
Wild. Her Name! Ay,—She has the ſofteſt, whiteſt = 
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.* Wild. Then her Neck and Breaſt; 
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Hand, that ever was made of Fleſh and Blood ; her Lips 
ſo balmy ſweet. 
Stand. But her Name, Sir? 


Her Breaſts 
do ſo heave, ſo heave. [Singing ] 


Fiz. But her Name, Sir, her Quality! ? 

Wild. Then her Shape, Colonel. 

Stand. But her name I want, Sir? 

Wild. Then her Eyes, Vizard. 

Stand. P'ſhaw, Sir Harry, her Name, or nothing ? 

Wild. Then if you muſt have it, ſhe's call'd the La. 
dy ————But then her Foot, Gentlemen, ſhe dances to 
a Miracle. Vizard, you have certainly loſt your Wager. 

Viz. Why you have loſt your Senſes ; we ſhall never 
difcover the Picture unleſs you ſubſcribe the Name. 

Wild. Then her Name is Lureavell. 


Stand. SDeath, My Mi/treſs. 22 
Vis. My Miſtreſi, by Jupiter. [ 4lade, 


Wild. Do you know her, Gentlemen ? 

Stand. J have ſeen her, Sir. 

Wild. Canſt tell where ſhe lodges? Tell me, dear 
Colonel. | | 

Stand. Your humble Servant, Sir. [Exit Stand. 

Wild. Nay, hold, Colonel, 1'il follow you, and will 
know. [ Runs out. 

Viz. The Lady Lurewell his Miftreſs ! He loves her. 
But ſhe loves me 
Vizard ; he has a Coach and Six, and I walk on foot; I 
was bred in London, and he in Paris That very 
Circumſtance has murder'd me Then ſome Stra- 
tagem muſt be laid to divert his Pretenſions. 

| Re-enter Wildair. 

Wild. Prithee, Dick, what makes the Colonel ſo out 
of Humour ? 

Viz. Becauſe he's out of Pay, I lapſe. 


Wild. S'life that's true; I was beginning to miſtruſt 
ſome Rivalſhip 1 in the Caſe, Viz 


But he's a Baronet, and I plain 


Lips 


out 


abba, 
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Viz. And ſuppoſe there were, you know the Colonel 
can fight, .Sir Harry. 
Wild. Fight! P'ſhaw, but he can't dance, ha! We 


contend for a Woman, Yizard! S'life Man, if Ladies 


were. to be gain'd by Sword and Piſtol only, what the 


Devil ſhould all the Beaux do? 


Vis. I'll try him farther 22 ] But wou'd not you, 
dir Harry, fight for this Woman you ſo admire ? 

Wild. Fight! Let me conſider. I love her, that's 
true but then I love honeſt Sir Harry Wildair better. 
The Lady Lureavell is divinely charming right. 


but then a Thruſt ich- Guts, or a Middleſex-Fury, is as 


ugly as the Devil. 

Vis. Ay, Sir Harry! Twere a dangerous Caſt for a 
Beau Baronet to be tried. by a parcel of greaſy, grum- 
bling, bartering Boobies, who wou'd hang you purely 
becauſe you're a Gentleman. | | 

Wild. Ay! But on other Hand, I have Money e- 
nough to bribe the Rogues with: So, upon mature Deli- 
beration, I wou'd fight for her But no more of her. 
Prithee, Yizard, can't you recommend a Friend to a 
pretty Mifre/s by the by, till I can find my own? You 
have ſtore I'm ſure 3 you cunning poaching Dogs make 


ſurer Game than we that hunt open and fair. Prithee 


now, good Vixard. 

Viz. Let me conſider a little Now Love and 
Revenge inſpire my Politicks. [Ade 

[Pauſes, whilfl Sir Harry avalks Singing. 

Mild. P'haw! Thou'rt as long a ſtudying for a new 
Miſtreſs, as a Drawer 1s piercing a new Pipe. 

Viz. I deſign a new Pipe for you, and wholeſome 
Wine; you'll therefore bear a little Expectation. 

Wild. Ha! Say'ſt thou, dear Kizard ? 

Viz. A Gul of ſixteen, Sir Harry. 

Wild. Now fixteen thouſand Bleſſings light on thee. 

Vis. Pretty and witty. 


Wild. 
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Angelica. 


walk a-croſs the Park. 
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Wild. Ay, ay! But her Name, Vixard? 

Viz. Her Name! Yes ſhe has the ſofteſt whitelt 
Hand that ever was made of Fleſh and Blood, her Lips 
ſo balmy ſweeet. 

Mild. Well, well! But where ſhall I find her, Man? 


Viz. Find her But then her Foot, Sir Hard: 
She dances to a Miracle. 


Wild. Prithee don't diſtract me. 

Fiz. Well then! You muſt know, that this Lady is 
the Curioſity and Ambition of the Town; her Name's 
She that paſſes for her Mother is a private 
Bawd, and call'd the Lady Darling: She goes for a Ba- 


ronet's Lady (no Diſparagement to your Honour, Sir 
Harry) I aſſure you. 

Wild. P'ſhaw, hang my Honour; But what Street, 
what Houſe ? 


Viz. Not fo faſt, Sir Harry; you muſt have my Paſs. 


port for your Admittance, and you'll find my Recom- 
mendation, in a Line or two, will procure you very ci- 
vil Entertainment; I ſuppoſe twenty or thirty Pieces, 
handſomely plac'd, will gain the Point; I'Il enſure her 
Sound. 

F714. Thou deareſt Friend to a Man in Neceſſity 
Here, Sirrah, order my Coach about to St. Fames's, Pl 


[To his Servant, 


Enter Clincher 9 


Clinch. Here, Sirrah, order my Coach 3 to St. 
Jamess, I'll walk a- croſs the Park too Mr. Vi- 
ard, your moſt devoted Sir, [to Wildair.] I ad- 
mire the Mode of your Shoulder-knot ; methinks it hangs 
very emphatically, and carries an Air of Travel in it; 
your Sword-knot too is moſt ornamentally Modiſb, and 
bears a Foreign Mein. Gentlemen, my Brother is juſt 


arriv'd in Town, ſo that being upon the Wing to kils 
his * I hope you'll pardon this abrupt Departure 


of, 


1Sade-! 
Chea 
8 Raki 
Cela. 
tri, 


TORN 


* 
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of, Gentlemen, your moſt devoted, and moſt faithful 
humble Servant. | ; 

Wild. Prithee, doſt know him ? 

Viz. Know him ! Why 'tis Clincher, who was Ap. 
Ps {| prentice to my Uncle Smuggle,, the Merchant in the 
P27 : - nn | 
a? Vila. What makes him fo gay? 

Y: Viz. Why, he's in Mourning for his Father; the kind 
od Man in Hertfordſhire t'other Day broke his Neck a 
1 fox-Hunting ; the Son, upon the News, has broke his 


| Indentures, whipp'd from behind the Counter into the 
e's | Ivide-Box, forſwears Merchandize, where he muſt live by 
ate cheating; and uſurps Gentility, where he may die by 
4. # Raking. He keeps his Coach, and Liveries, Brace of 
dir | Geldings, Leaſh of Miſtreſſes, talks of nothing but Wines, 

| intrigues, Plays, Faſhions, and going zo the Fubilte. 

Ty Wild. Ha, ha, ha! How many Pound of Pulvil muſt 

ie Fellow uſe in ſweetning himſelf from the Smell of 
* Hops and Tobacco. Faugh I'my Conſcience me- 
_ thought like Olivia's Lover he ſtunk of Thames-Street. 
= {| lit now for Angelica, That's her Name: we'll to the 
© ¶ princeſs's Chocolate-Houſe, where you ſhall write my 
her | Palsport. Aloons. [Exeunt. 
u eee 
int, | | 

SCENE, Lady Lurewell's Ledgings. 

lon Lurewell, and her Maid Parly. 

11 lare-TY 4r1y, my Pocket Book let me ſee Ma · 
nos well, arid, Venice, Paris, London——Abh, London 
al They may talk what they will of the hot Countries, but | 
and | [ind Love moft fruitful under this Climate———In a 
juſt Month's ſpace have I gain'd——let me ſee, Inprimis, 
1 10 Colonel Srandard. | 

ure | Partly. 
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Parh. And how will your Ladyſhip manage him: 8. 

Lure. As all Soldiers ſhould be manag'd; he fall fn 
ſerve me till I gain my Ends, then I aisband him. in L 
Par. But he loves you, Madam. tio 

Lure. Therefore I ſcorn him; I hate all that don't | leral 
love me, and light all that do: Would his whole de- L 
luding Sex admir'd me, thus would I flight them all, | bon 
My virgin and unwary Innocence was wrong'd by faith- | [thi 
leſs Man; but now glance Eyes, plot Brain, diſſemble nab 
Face, lie Tongue, and be a ſecond Ewe to tempt, ſe - Por 
duce, and damn the treacherous Kind Let me fur. 8 
vey my Captives——— The Colbnel leads the Van. | end 
Next Mr. Yizard, he eourts me out of the Practice of L 
Piety, therefore is a Hypocrite: Then Clincher he | Fort 
adores me with Orangery, and is conſequently a Fool: © t 
Then my old Merchant, Alderman Smuggler, he is 2 ſtan 
Compound of both Out of which Medley of Lovers, | Ha! 
if I don't make good Diverfion What dye Lov 
think, Par. | BY; 

Par. I think, Madam, I'm like to be very virtuous $ 
in your Service, if you teach me all thoſe Tricks that | 1 
you uſe to your Lovers. | 

Lure. You'rea Fool, Child; obſerve this, that tho' a 
Woman ſwear, forſwear, lie, diſſemble, back-bite, be 
proud, vain, malicious, any: thing, if. ſhe ſecures. the 
main Chance, ſhe's ſtill Virtuous, that's a Maxim. 

Par. I can't be perſuaded tho', Madam, but that you 
really lov'd Sir Harry Wildair in Pars. 

Lure. Of all the Lovers I ever had, he was my 
greateſt Plague, for I could never make him uneaſy ; 
I left him involv'd in a Duel upon my Account, I long 
to know whether the Fop be kill'd or not. 

Enter Standard. | 
O Lord, no ſooner talk of Killing, but the Soldier is 
conur'd up; you're upon hard Duty, Colonel, to ſerve her 


your King, your Cooney and a M:/trefs too. Wo 
2 Stand. 


a Trip to the JB ILE k. 25 
, Stand. The latter, I muſt confeſs, is the harder; for 
all un War, Madam, we can be reliev'd in our Duty: But, 
in Love, who wou'd take our Poſt is our Enemy: Emu- 
ation in Glory is tranſporting, but Rivals here into- 
| lerable. 

de. {| Lure. Thoſe that bear away the P in the Field, 
all. fhould boaſt the ſame Succeſs in the Bed- chamber; and, 
ich. {| Ithink, conſidering the Weakneſs of our Sex, we ſhou d 
wle make thoſe our Companions who can be our Cham- 
ſo. I pions. 
fe | Stand. I once, Madam, hop'd the Lonnie of de. 
an | finding you from all Injuries, through a Title to your 
2 of | Lovely Perſon 3 but now my Love muſt attend my 
he Fortune. This Commiſſion, Madam, was my Paſsport 
ol: d the Fair; adding a Nobleneſs to my Paſſion, it 
isa | fampt a Value on my Love; *twas once the Life of 
Honour, but now its Hearſe; and, with it, muſt my 
Love be bury'd. 

Parl. What! Diſbanded, Colonel ? 

Stand. Yes, Mrs. Parly. | 

Parl. Faugh, the nauſeous Fellow, he ſtinks of Po- 


ers, | 
7 


1 rerty already. [Aide 
Lure. His Misfortune troubles me, cauſe it may 
prevent my Deſigns. LAſide. 


Stand. I'Il chuſe, Madam, rather to deſtroy my Paſ- 
| fon by Abſence Abroad, than have it ſtarv'd at 

Home. 
Lure. I'm ſorry, Sir, you have ſo nn an Opinion 
of my Affection, as to imagine it founded upon your 
Fortune, And to convince you of your Miſtake, here 
vow, by all that's ſacred, I own the ſame Affection 
ww as before. Let it ſuffice, my Fortune is conſi- 
derable. 

Stand. No, Madam, no; I'll never be a Charge to 
ber J love: The Man that ſells himſelf for Gold is the 
worſt of Proſtitutes. 
and. C Lare, 


R 
1 
al 

. 
i 


N 1 
fv 
4 bn” 
az 
% 
2 * 
© 
= * 
2 
: 6 *% 
* 
1 IJ 
A 
© 
0 k 
Wa, 
i} 2 1 
Wh 
_ 
. 
155 
5 
1 
1 1 * 
_ 
} "is 
17 99 
Tx ö 2 
1 
8 1 
i + oa 
. 75 
"x ke 
WH. "5 
— 7 * 
* 8 4 
1 7 I 
_ 
Wi. 
: 
bl 
mY ' 
Ws 
i 
1 is 
| I 
AY, 
_ 
* 
8 . 
* va 
1 Y 
Lag 
4 28 4) 
„ „ 
4 __— 
_— 
| 25 
5 
N =! 2 
1 3 
vx 
1 
OW 
17 
1 Sz 
N þ 3 
* 2. 
EE 
Hg , 
BY * 
3 9 
l 
2 
| 


J could love him. 
Stand. This only laſt Requeſt T make, that no Title 


recommend a Fool, Office introduce a Knave, nor 
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Lure. Now were he any other Creature but a Man, 


DLAlde. 


Coat a Coward, to my Place in your Affections; fo fare 
well my Country, and adieu my Love. [ Exit, 
Lure. Now the Devil take thee for being ſo honour- 
able: Here, Parly, call him back, I ſhall loſe half my 
Diverſion elſe. Now for a Trial of Skill. [ Re-enter Co- 


Jonel.] Sir, I hope you'll pardon my Curioſity ; When | 


do you take your Journey? 
Stand. To-morrow Morning, early, Madam. 


Lure. So ſuddenly! which way are you deligned to | 
travel ? 


Stand. That I can't yet reſolve on. 

Lure. Pray Sir, tell me; pray Sir, I intreat you; 
why are you obſtinate ? 

Stand. Why are you ſo curious, Madam? 

Lure. Becauſe 
Stand. What ? 
Lure. Becauſe, I, I, | 
Stand. Becauſe! What, Madam ? Pray tell me. 
Lure. Becauſe I deſign——to follow you. Crying. 
Stand. Follow me! by all that's great ! I ne'er was 
proud before ; but Love from ſuch a Creature might 
{well the Vanity of the proudeſt Prince. Follow me! 
By Heavens thou ſhalt not. What! expoſe thee to the 
Hazards of a Camp——— Rather I'll ſtay, and here 
bear the Contempt of Fools, and worſt of Fortune. 
Lure. We need not, ſhall not ; my Eſtate for both 1s 


ſufficient. 


Stand. Thy Eſtate no, Pl turn a Knave, and pur- 
chaſe one my ſelf! I'll cringe to that proud Man I un- 
dermine, and fawn on him that I would bite to Death: 
PI tip my Tongue with Flattery, and ſmooth my Face 
with Smiles; I'll turn r Informer, Office- broker, 


nay 


you; 


| z Syllable on't. 
ume in a Choice 


|teman, becauſe he danc'd well, 


: 


| ſalous. 
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{uy Coward, to be great; and ſacrifice it all to thee, 
I ny generous Fair. 


Lure. And Tl! diſſemble, lye, ſwear, jilt, any Thing 


I bat I'll reward thy Love, and recompenſe thy noble 
baſſion. 


Stand. Sir Harry, Ha, ha, ha, Poor Sir Harry; Ha, 


| ha, ha, Rather Kiſs her Hand than the Pope's Toe. Ha, 
1 ja, ha. 


Lure. What Sir Harry? Colonel, What Sir Harry? 
Stand. Sir Harry Wildair, Madam 
Lure. What! Is he come over ? 

Stand. Ay, and he told me 


but I don't believe 


Lure. What did he tell you? 
Stand. Only call'd you his Miſtreſi, and pretending 


{ to be extravagant in your Commendation, would vainly 


nfinuate the Praiſe of his own Juogment and good For. 


Lure. How eaſily is the Vanity of Fops tickled by 
dur Sex 

Stand. Why, your Sex is the Vanity of Fops. 

Lure. O' my Conſcience, I believe ſo. This Gen- 
I pitch'd on for a 
Partner at a Ball at Paris, and ever ſince he has fo per- 


teuted me with Letters, Songs, Dances, Serenading, 


flattery, Foppery, and Noiſe, that I was forc'd to fly 
te Kingdom And I warrant you he made you 


Sand. Faith, Madam, a little uneaſy. 


Lure. You ſhall have a plentiful Revenge, I'll ſend 
um back all his fooliſh Letters, Songs and Verſes, and 
jou your ſelf ſhall carry em; *twill afford you Oppor- 
nity of triumphing, and free me from his farther 
Impertinence; for of all Men, he's my Averſion. I'll 
un and fetch them inſtantly. 

Stand. Dear Madam, a rare Project. How ſhall I 
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28 The Coxs T ANT CovPLE : Or, 
bait him, like Acteon with his own Dogs Well, Mrs, 


Parly, *tis order'd by 4 of Parliament, that you re 


ceive no more Pieces, Mrs. Parly— 
Parl. *Tis provided, by the ſame Ad, that you ſend 
no more Meſſages by me, good Colonel ; you muſt not 


pretend to fend any more Letters, unleſs you can pay 
the Poſtage. 


Stand. Come, come! don't be mercenary, take Ex- 


ample by your Lady, be honourable. 


Parl. Alack a day, Sir, it ſhews as ridiculous and 
haughty for us to imitate our Betters in their Honour, | 
as in their Finery ; leave Honour to Nobility that can 
ſupport it: We poor Folks, Colonel, have no Pretence 


to't: and truly, T think, Sir, that your Honour ſhould 
be caſhier'd with your Leading Staff. 

Stand. Tis one of the greateſt Curſes of Poverty, to 
be the Jeſt of Chamber-maids. 


Enter Lurewell. 


Lure. Here's the Packet, Colonel, the whole Maga- | 
[ Gzve him the Packet, | 

Stand. Which, ſince I have gain'd, I will turn upon 
the Enemy. Madam, I'll bring you the News of my | 


2ine of Lowe's Artillery. 


Victory this Evening. Poor Sir Harry: Ha, ha, ha. 
[ Exit. 
Lure. To the Right about, as you were: March, Co- 
lonel. Ha, ha, ha. 


Vain Man, who boaſts of fludy'd Parts and Miles; ). 
Nature, in us, your deepeſt Art begniles, 

Stamping deep Cunning in our Frowns and Smiles. 
You toil for Art, your Intellefts you trace; 

Woman, without Thought, bears Dy in her Face. 
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I 
SCENE Clincher Junior's Lodgings. 
0 Enter Clincher opening a Letter g Servant following. 


ip CLINCH E X Reads, 


Dear Brother ; 


Will fee you preſently. J Jaw * this 
Lad to wait on you, he can inſtru? you 
GO in the Faſhions of the Town. I am your 
Wl 2 Fectionate Brother, 


— 
= = 7 
ä 5 
7 2 - 


Clincher. 


Jery well; and what's your Name, Sir? 

Dick. My Name is Dicy, Sir. 

Clin. Dicky ! 

Dick. Ay, Dicky, Sir, 

Clin. Very well; a pretty Name And what can you 


e, Mr. Dicky? 


Dick. Why, Sir, I can powder a WS, and pick. up 
1: Whore, 

Clin. O Lord! O Lord! a Whore! Why are there 
many Whores is this Town? 


* 


n Town —Harkee, Sir, do you ſee that Woman there 
in the Velvet Scarf, and Rad K notes 
Clin. Ay, Sir; What then ?. 
C 3 


Dick. Ha, ha, ha, many Whores! there's a Queſtion, 
ndeed ;. why, Sir, there are above five hundred Surgeons 


Dick, 


8 

1 

2 
I ,a 


en 


nutes, as I'm a Pimp. 
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Dick. Why ſhe ſhall be at your Service in three Mi. 


Clin. O Fupiter Ammon ! why ſhe's a Gentlewoman. 


Dick. A Gentlewoman ! why ſo are all the Whores 
in Town, Sir. 
Enter Clincher Senior. 
Clin. ſen. Brother, you're welcome to London. | 
Clin. jun. I thought Brother, you ow'd ſo much to 


the Memory of my Father, as to wear Mourning for | 
his Death. 


Clin. ſen. Why fa I do, Fool; I wear this becauſe [ | 


have the Eſtate, and you wear that, becauſe you have j 


not the Eſtate. You have Cauſe to. mourn indeed, 
Brother. Well, Brother, I'm glad to ſee you, fare you | 
well. [ Going, 

Clin. jun. Stay, ſtay, Brother ; where are you going? 

Clin. ſen. How natural *tis for a Country Booby to ak | 
impertinent one. Harkee, Sir; Is not my Father 
dead? 

Clin. jun. Ay, ay, to my Sorrow. 

Clin. ſen. No Matter for that, he is dead. And am 
not I a young powder'd extravagant E 1 Hear ? 

Clin. jun. Very right, Sir. g 

Clin. ſen. Why then, Sir, you may be dure that J am 
going to the Jubilee, Sir. 

Clin. jun. Fubilee ! What's that? 

Clin. ſen. Jubilee Why the Jubilee — 


ae 


don't know what it is. : 
Dick. Why the Jubilee is the ſame Thing with our 

Lord-Mayor's-Day in the City; there will be Pageants, : 

and Sguibbs, and Rary-Shows, and all that, Sir. 
Clin jun. And muſt you go ſo ſoon, Brother? 


Clin. jen. Yes, Sir, for I muſt ſtay a Month in An. | 


flerdam, to ſtudy Poetry. 

Clin. jun. Then, I ſuppoſe, Brother, you a through 
Muſcovy to learn Faſhions. Don't you, Brother? 
| 5 | Cin. 


B. 


0 
y 
d 
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: 


aith! 


[th our 
geants, | 


n An. 
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? 


me yet. 
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Clin. ſen. Brother! Prithee Robin, don't call me 
Brother; Sir, will do every jot as well. 

Clin. jun. O Jupiter Ammon ! Why ſo? 

Clin. ſen. Becauſe People will imagine that you have 

a Spight at me But, have you ſeen your Couſin 
ede yet, and her Mother, the Lady Darling? 

Clin. jun. No: My Dancing-Maſter has not been with 
How ſhall I ſalute them, Brother ? 

Clin. ſen. P'ſnaw, that's eaſy ; *tis only two Scrapes, 
a Kiſs, and Your humble Servant: T'll tell you more 
when I come from the Jubilee. Come along. 

 [Exeunt. 


SCENE Lady Darling's HOUSE. 


| Enter Wildair with a Letter. 


Wild. #5 IKE Light and Heat incorporate aue lay; 
We bleſt the Night, and curſt the coming Day. 
Well, if this Paper-kite flies ſure, I'm ſecure of my 
Game Humph ! the prittieſt Borde/ J have ſeen; a 
very ſtately genteel one ( Footmen croſs rhe Stage.) Hey 


day! Equipage too! Now for a Bawd by the Cartefy, 
Death, I'm 


and a Whore with a Coat of Arms 
afraid I've miſtaken the Houſe. 


Enter Lady Darling. 


No; this muſt be the Bawd by her Bulk. 
Darl. Your Buſineſs, pray Sir? 
1d. Pleaſure, Madam. 
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Darl. Then, Sir, you have no Buſineſs here. 

Wild. This Letter, Madam, will inform you farther; 
Mr. Vixard ſent it, with his humble Service to your 
Ladyſhip. 

Darl. Hoes does my Couſin, Sir? 

Wild. Ay, her Couſin too, that's right Procureſs. 


Darl. Reads, Madam 


7 Inclination to ſerv. 
— Sir Harry Madam 
Court my Couſin Gentleman. 
Fortune Your Lach- 
ſhip”s moſt Humble Servant, 
Vizard. 


Sir, your Fortune and Quality are ſufficient to recom- 
mend you any where, but what goes farther with me, 
is the Recommendation of ſo ſober a young Gentleman 
as my Couſin Y:zard. 

Wild. A Right ſan#ifyd Bawd on my Word. 


Darl. Sir Harry, your Converſation with Mr. Vixard 


argues you a Gentleman, free from the looſe and 
vicious Carriage of the Town; Pl therefore. call my 
Daughter. 

Wild. Now go thy way for an illuſtrious Bawd 
of Babylon She dreſfes up a Sit ſo religiouſly, 
that the Devil would hardly know it of his Mak- 
Ing. | 
Re-enter Darling with Angelica. 

Darl. Pray Daughter uſe him civilly, ſuch Matches 
won't offer every Day. | Exit. 

Mild. O all ye Powers of Love! An Angel! 's Death, 
What Money have I got in my Pocket? I can't offer 


her leſs than twenty Guineaz——and, by Jupiter, ſþe's 
worth a hundxed. 


Angel, 


le 


2 


her — But ſhe's a Whore, and I will 
bort, I, I, 
charming Sin art thou? 
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Angel. Tis he ! The very ſame! And his Perſon a- 
greeable as his Character, of good Humour Pray 


Heav'n his Silence proceed from Reſpect. 


Wild. How innocent ſhe looks? How wou'd that Mo- 


| deſty adorn Virtue, when it makes even Vice look ſo 
1 charming ?—By Heav'n, there is ſuch a commanding 
| Innocence in her Looks, that I dare not aſk the Queſtion. 


Angel. Now all the Charms of real Love and teign'd 


Indifference aſſiſt me to engage his Heart, for mine is 
loſt already. 


Wild. Madam I, I 


Zoons, I cannot ſpeak to 
| Madam, in 
O Hypocriſy, Hypocriſy ! What a 


Angel. He is caught; now to ſeeure my Conqueſt— 
I thought, Sir, you had Buſineſs to impart. 

Mild. Buſineſs to impart! How nicely ſhe words it! 
Yes, Madam, don't you, don't you love ſinging Birds, 


* Madam ? 


Angel. That's an odd Queſtion for a Lover—Yes, Sir. 

Wild. Why then, Madam, here is a Neſt of the pret- 
tieſt Goldfinches that ever chirpt in a Cage; twenty 
young ones, I aſſure you, Madam. 

Angel. Twenty young ones? What then, Sir? 


Mild. Why then, Madam, there are twenty young 


nes——S'life, I think twenty 1s pretty fair. 
Angel. He's mad ſure——Sir Harry, when you have 
learn'd more Wit and Manners, you ſhall be welcome 


here again. [Extt. 


Wild. Wit and Manners ! I Gad, now I conceive 
there is a great deal of Wit and Manners in twenty Gui- 
neas Pm ſure *tis all the Vit and Manners I have 
about me at preſent. What ſhall I do? 

Enter Clincher junior, and Dicky. 

What the Devil's here? another Couſin I warrant ye! 

Harkee, Sir, Can you lend me ten or twenty Guineas 


inſtantly, 


* 
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SCENE 


inſtantly, I'll pay you fifteen for them in three Hours | 5 
upon my Honour. | F, 
Clin. jun. Theſe London Sparks are plaguy impudent! I 

This Fellow, by his Wig and Aſſurance, can be no leſs 
than a Courtier. 
Dick. He's rather a Courtier by his borrowing. T1 
Clin jun. Faith, Sir, I have not above five Guineas | 
about me. 
Wild. What Buſineſs have you here then, Sir? For, I 
to my Knowledge, twenty won't be ſufficient. 
Clin. jun. Sufficient ! for what, Sir! I you" 
Wild. What, Sir? Why, for that, Sir; What the you 
Devil ſhould it be, Sir ? I know your Buſineſs, notwith- de v. 
ſtanding all your Gravity, Sir. - 
Clin. jun. My Buſineſs! Why my Couſin lives here, 1 ver « 
Wild. I know your Coufin does live there, and Vi. Ha 
zard's Couſin, and my Coufin, and every Body's Cou- | 11 
ſin. Harkee, Sir, I ſhall return immediately, and if J n. 
you offer to Touch her till I come back, I ſhall cut your £ 
Throat, Raſcal. LExit. Þ 
Clin. Why the Man's mad fare ? ne, 
Dick. Mad, Sir? Ay, he's a Beau. ei 
Clin. A Beau! What's that? Are all Madmen Beaux? Aug 
Dick. No, Sir! But moſt Beaux are Madmen. But x 
now for your Couſin; remember your Three Scrapes, 2 |; 
Kiſs, and * humble Servant. / 
[Exeunt, as into the Houſe. hc 
8 
J 
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SCENE. The Street. 


Enter Wildair; Colonel following. 


R Harry, Sir Harry. 


Wild. Pm in haſte, Colonel: Beſides, if 


1 you're in no better Humour than when I parted with 
jou in the Park this Morning, your Company won't 
be very agreeable. 


Stand. You're a happy Man Sir Harry, who are ne- 
ſer out of Humour: Can nothing move your Gall, Sir 


| larry ? 


Ih Vild. Nothing but Impaſſibilities, which are the ſame 
J nothing. 


Stand. What Impoſſibilities? 

Wild. The Reſurrection of my Father to diſinherit 
ne, or an Act of Parliament againſt wenching. A Man 
eight thouſand Pound per Annum to be vext! No, no; 
Anger and Spleen are Companions for younger Brothers. 
Stand. Suppoſe one call'd you Son of a- Whore behind 
| jour Back, 

Hild. Why then wou'd 1 call him Raſcal behind his 


lack, and ſo we're even. 

Stand. But ſuppoſe you had loſt a Miſtreſs. 

Mild. Why then wou'd J get another. 

Stand. But ſuppoſe you were diſcarded by the Woman 
jou love; that wou'd ſurely trouble you. 
Wild. You're miſtaken, Colonel; my Love is neither 
wmantically honourable, nor meanly mercenary, tis 
mly a Pitch of Gratitude; while ſhe loves me, I love 
ler; when ſhe deſiſts the Obligation's void. 


Stand. 
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Stand. But to be miſtaken in your Opinion, Sir, if | 
the Lady Lureavell (only ſuppoſe it) had diſcarded you—. | 
and had ſent your Diſcharge 


I ſay, only ſuppoſe it 
by me. 
Wild. P'ſhaw that's another Impoſſibility. 
Stand. Are you ſure of that? 


Wild. Why twere a Soleciſm in Nature; we're Fin. 
ger and Thumb, Sir. She dances with me, ſings wick 


me, plays with me, ſwears with me, lies with me. 
Stand. How, ir? 


Wild. I mean in an honourable way; that is, ſhe lies | 
for me. In ſhort, we are as like one another as a Cow | 


ple of Guineas. 


Stand. Now that I have rais'd you to the higheſt Pin- | 


nacle of Vanity, will I give you ſo mortifying a Fall, as | 
ſhail daſh your Hopes to Pieces] pray your Ho- 
nour to peruſe theſe Papers. [Gzwes him the Packet. | 


Wild. What is't, the Muſter-Roll of your Regiment, 


Colonel ? 


Stand. No, no; 'tis a Liſt of your Forces in your | 


laſt 'Love-Campaign ; and, for your Comfort, all dif- 


Wild. Prithee, good metaphorical Colonel, What d'ye 


mean? 


Stand. Read, Sir, read; theſe are the Syb:/s Leave: 


that will unfo!d your Deſtiny. 


Wild. So it be not a falſe Deed, to hs me of my | 
=[ opening the Pacguet] Humph |. | 
What Devil haſt | 


Eſtate, what care I 
my hand! To the Lady Lureavell 
thou been tampering with to conjure up theſe Spirits? 


2 N 


Stand. A certain Familiar of your Acquaintance, Sir. 


Wild. [ Reading] 
natural 
Charms—— Mankind 
never was aſham'd of my Name before. 


Stand. What, Sir Harry Mildair out of Humour? Ha, 
4. ha, 


Madam, my Paſſion—ſo 


your Beauty contending————Porce of 
Eternal Admirer Wildair! I | 


r, if | 
in the Jubilee at Rome, ha, ha, ha; 
Sir Harry, ſhe dances to a Miracle! ha, ha, ha; Fy, Sir 
1 Harry, a Man of your Parts write Letters not worth keep- 
ing! what ſay'ſt thou, my dear Knight Errant? Ha, ha, 
ba; you may go ſeek Adventures now indeed. 


I vith falſe Muſick, 


1 in the Devil's Name 
This 1s her Hand 
dear Wildair, 
Colonel 
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ha, ha, poor Sir Harry; more Glory in her Smile, than 
but then her Foot, 


Mild. Sings Let her wander, c. 


Stand. You are jilted to ſome Tune, Sir, blown up 
that's all. 


Mild. Now why ſhould I be angry that a Woman is 2 


| Woman ? Since Inconſtancy and Falſhood are grounded 
in their Natures, how can they help it? 


Stand. Then they muſt be grounded in your Nature; 


for you and ſhe are Finger and Thumb, Sir. 


Wild. Here's a Copy of Verſes too: I muſt turn poet 
Sta 

Oh tle charming Character] My 
[reading] That's [——this huff bluff 
that's he is the rareſt Fool in Nature 
the Devil be is! And as ſuch have I us'd him 
w.th all my heart, faith I had no better way of let- 


| ting you know that I lodge in Pa/l-Mall, near the Holy 


Lamb——Colonel, I'm your humble Servant. 

Stand. Hold, Sir, you ſhan't go yet; I ha'nt deli- 
ver'd half my Meſſage. 

Mild. Upon my Faith but you have, Colonel. 

Stand. Well, well, own your Spleen, out with it; I 


[ | know you're like to burſt. 


Mild. J am ſo, by Gad; Ha, ha, ha. 
[ Laugh and point at one another. 
Stand. Ay, with all my Heart; Ha, ha. Well, well, 


{ that's all forc'd, Sir Harry. 


Wild. J was never better pleas'd in all my Life, by 


Jupiter. 


Stand. Well, Sir Harry, tis Prudence to hide your 
Concern, when there's no help for't ;—=——=—PBut to be 


D ſerious 


S'death, What's here? 
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ſerious now, the Lady has ſent you back all your pa. | 


pers there 
em. 


I was fo Juſt as not to look upon 


Wild. T am glad on't, Sir; for there were ſome 


Things that I would not have you ſee. 

Stand. All this ſhe has done for my ſake; and I de. 
fire you would decline any farther Pretenſions for your 
 ewn ſake. So honeſt, good natur'd Sir Harry, I'm 
your humble Servant. [ Exit. 

Mild. Ha, ha, ha, poor Colonel! O the De- 
light of an ingenious Miſireſs What a Life and Briſk- 
neſs it adds to an Amour, like the Loves of mighty 
Fove, ſtill ſuing in different Shapes. A Legerdemain 
Miſtreſs, who, preſto, paſs, and ſhe vaniſh'd ; then Hy, 
in an inſtant, in your Arms again. [ Going, 


Enter Vizard. 


Viz. Well met, Sir Harry; What News from the 
Iſland of Love? 

mild. Faith we made but a broken Voyage by your 
Cart; but now I am bound for another Port: a told 
you the Colonel was my Rival. 

Viz. The Colonel! Curs'd Misfortune ! another ! [ Aide 

Mild. But the civileſt in the World; he brought me 
Word where my Miftre/s lodges ; the Story's too long to 
tell you now, for J muſt fly. 


Vis. What! Have you given over all T houghts of 


Angelica? 
Mild. No, no; I'll think of her ſome other Time. 
But now for the Lady Lurewell ; Wit and Beauty calls, 


That Miſireſs ne er can pall her Lover's Foys, 

Whoſe Wit can whet, when&er her Beauty cloys. 

Her little amorous Frauds all Truths excel ; 

And make us happy, being deceiv'd fo well, [Exit, 


Viz 


Li 


Pa- 


ts of 


ime. 
-alls. 


I manage? There is but one-way 
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Pix. folus The Colonel my Rival too! How ſhall 
him and the 
Knight will I ſet a tilting, where one cuts Yother's 
Throat, and the Survivor's hang'd: So there will be 


two Rivals pretty decently diſpos d of. Since Honour 


may oblige them to play the Fool, Why ſhould not Ne- 


ceſſity engage me to play the Knave ? [ Exit: 


ZEROS FIG 


| Go GE 7 S 0 e 


SCENE Lurewel!s Lodgings. 


Lurewell and Parly, | 


Lure. H AS my Servant brought me:the Money from 


my Merchant? 
Parl. No, Madam: He met A Smupgler at 


Charing-Crofs, who has promis'd to wait on you himſelf 
immediately: 

Lure. Tis odd, that this old Rogue ſhou'd pretend 
to love me, and at the ſame Time cheat me of my Mo- 
ney. 

Parl. "Tis 9 Madam, if he don't cheat you of 
your Eſtate; for you ſay, the Writings are in his Hands. 

Zure. But what Satisfaction can J get of him? 

Enter Smuggler. 
Mr. Alderman, your Servant: Have you brought me- 
any Money, Sir ? 

Smug. Faith, Madam, trading i 1s very dead; what 


with paying the Taxes, raiſing the Cuſtoms, Loſſes at 


Sea Abroad, and maintaining our Wives at Home, the 
Bank is reduc'd very low. 


Lure. Come, come, Sir, . theſe Evaſions won't ſerve” 


your Turn; IT muſt have Money, Sir 


I hope you 
don't deſign to cheat me. 


D 2 Smug, 
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Smug. Cheat you, Madam, I have been an honeſt 
Citizen theſe five and thirty Years ! 

Lure. An' honeſt Citizen! bear Witneſs, Parly! I 
ſhall trap him in more Lies preſently——— Come, Sir, 
tho' I'm a Woman, I can take a Courſe. 

Smug. What Courſe, Madam, You'll go to Law, 
will ye? I can maintain a Suit of Law, be it right or 
wrong, theſe forty Years, I'm ſure of that, thanks to 
the honeſt Practice of the Courts. ; 

Lure. Sir, I'll blaſt your Reputation, and ſo ruin your 
Credit. 

Smug. Blaſt my Reputation! He, he, he: Why 
Pm a religious Man, Madam, I have been very in- 
ſtrumental in the Reformation of Manners. Ruin my 
Credit! Ah, poor Woman: 'There is but one way, 
Badam————You have a ſweet leering Eye. 

Lure. You inſtrumental in the Reformation! How? 

Smug. I wwhipt all the Whores, Cut and Long-Tail, out 
of the Pariſh, Ah that leering Eye! Then 1 voted 

for pulling daun the Play-Houſe———— Ah that Ogle, 
that Ogle! Then my own pious Example Ah 
that Lip, that Lip. 

Lure. Here's a religious Rogue for you now !——As 
I hope to be ſav'd, I have a good Mind to beat the old 
Monſter. 

Smug. Madam, I have brought you about a hundred 
and fifty Guineas (a great deal of Money, as Times go) 
and 

Lure. Come, give 1t me. 

Smug. Ah, that Hand, that Hand; that pretty ſoft, 
white I have brought it, you ſee: But the Con- 
dition of the Obligation is ſuch, that whereas that leer- 
ing Eye, that pouting Lip, that pretty ſoft Hand, that 

you underſtand me, you underitand, I'm ſure you 
do; you little Rogue 

Lure. Here's a Villain now, fo covetous, that he 


won't 


out 


ted 


5. 


1. 


a Trip to the JUBILEE; 41 


1 won't Wench upon his own Coſt, but would bribe me 
with my own Money. I will be reveng'd 


Upon my 
Word, Mr. Alderman, you make me Bluſh; What d'ye 
mean, pray ? 

Smugg. See here, Madam, [ Puts a Piece of Money in 


| his Mouth) buſs and Guinea, buſs and Guinea, buſs and 
Guinea. 


Lure. Well, Mr. Alderman, you have ſuch pretty 
low Teeth, and green Gums, that -I will, Ha, ha, - 
ha, ha. 


Smug. Will you, indeed? He, he, he, my little Co- 


quet; and when, and where, and how ? 
Lure. "Twill be a difficult Point, Sir, to ſecure both i 
our Honours, you mult therefore be diſguis'd, Mr. 2. 


derman. 


 Smug. Paw! No Matter, I'm an old Fornicator, 


Tm not half fo religious as I ſeem to be. You little 
Rogue, why I'm diſguis'd as I am; our Sanctity is al! 


Outſide and Hypocrz/y. 

Lure. No Man is ſeen to come into this Houſe after 
Night fall; you muſt therefore ſneak in, when 'tis dark, 
in Woman's Cloaths. | 

Smug. I, gad fo, cod fo——T have a Suit a Purpoſe, 


my little Coquet, I love to be diſguis'd; I cod I make 


a very handſome Woman, I cod I do. 


Enter Servant, whiſpers Lurewell. 


Lure. Oh! Mr. Alderman, ſhall I beg you to walk 


into next Room, here are ſome Stangers coming up. 
Smug.. Buſs and Guinea firſt, ah my little Coquet. 


Enter Wildair. 


Wild. :My Life, my Soul, my all that Heaw'n can 


give. 
Lure. Death's Life with: thee ; without tbee, Death 
to. live... ; 


D 2 


, 
— 


- 


[ Exits 


Welcome, 
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Welcome, my dear Sir Harry, I ſee you got my 
Directions. 

Wild. Directions! in the moſt charming Manner; 
thou dear Matchiavel of Intrigue. 

Lure. Still briſk and airy I find, Sir Harry. 

Wild. The Sight of you, Madam, exalts my Air, and 
makes Joy lighten in my Face. 

Lure. IJ have a thouſand Queſtions to aſk you, Sir 
Harry, How do you like France ? 

Wild. 4h! eſt le plus beau pais du monde. 

Lure. Then what made you leave it ſo ſoon ? 

Wild. Madam, Vous Voyex qui je vous ſuy partout. 

Lure. O Monſjeur, je voux 98 fort obligee———But 
where's the Court now ? 

Wild. At Marli, Madam. 

Lure. And where my Count Le Paher J 

Wild. His Body's in the Church of Nofre-Daze . I 
don't know where his Soul is. 

Lure. What Diſeaſe did he die of ? 

Wild. A Duel, Madam, I was his Doctor. 

Lure. How d'ye mean ? 

Wild. As moſt Doctors do, I kill d him. 

Lure. En Cavalier, my dear Knight-Errant, well; 
And how? And how? What Intrigues, what Gal- 
lantries are carrying. on in the Beau Monde 2 

Wild. I ſhould ak you that Queſtion, Madam, ſince: 
your Ladyſhip makes the Beau Monde wherever you 
come. 

Lure. Ah! Sir Harry, I've been almoſt ruin'd, pe- 
ter'd to Death here by the inceſſant Attacks of a 
mighty Colonel, he has befieg'd me as cloſe as our 
Army did Namur. 

Mild. J hope your Ladyſhip did not ſurrender! tho”: 

Lure. No, no; but was forc'd to capitulate : . But 


Ince you are come to raiſe the Siege, we'll _ and. 


ang, and laugh. 
Vila 


my 


er 


wo 


ind 


Sir 


But 


bed 
2 
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Wild. And love, and kiſs 


1 Chambre. 


Lure. Attande, Attande en ptu———[ remember. = 
dir Harry, you promis'd me in Paris, never to ask that 
impertinent Queſtion again. 


Vild. P'ſnaw, Madam, that was above two Months: 
Jigo ; 3 beſides, Madam, Treaties made in France are- 


Leerer kept. 


Lure. Wou'd you marry me, Sir 83 ? 
Mild. Oh! Le Marriage eſt une Grande ASD 


I will marry you. 


Lure. Your Word, Sir, is not to ds rely'd on : if a. 


L Gentleman will forfeit his Honour in Dealings of Bu- 


nneſs, we may reaſonably ſuſpect his Fidelity in an 


{ Amour. 


Wild. My Honour in Dealings of Buſineſs ! why, 


Madam, I never had any Buſineſs in all my Eife. 


Lure. Yes, Sir Harry, I have heard a very odd Sto y, 


d am. ſorry, that a Gentleman of your Fi 1gure, Would 


ndergo the Scandal. 

Vild. Out with it, Madam. 

Lure. Why the Merchant, Sir, that tranſmitted your 
Bills of Exchange to you in France, complains of ſome: 
ndire&t and diſhonourable Dealings. 

Wild. Who, old Smuggler ! 

Lure. Ay, ay: you know him, I find. 

Wild. J have no lefs than Reaſon, I think; why 4 
Rogue has cheated me of above five hundred Pound 
within theſe three Years. 


Lure. Tis your Buſineſs then, to acquit your ſelf | 


publickly, for he ſpreads the Scandal every where. 

Wild. Acquit my ſelf publickly !: 
ny Coach, I'll drive inſtantly into the City, and cane 
the old Villain round the Roya! Exchange ; he ſhall run. 


eral Cravats. 
fare. 


Montrez moy votre 


Here, Sirrah, 


the Gantlet through a thouſand bruſht Beavers, and: 
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Lure. Why he is in the Houſe. now, Sir. 

Wild. What, in this Houſe? 

Lure, Ay, in the next Room. 

Wild. Then, Sirrah, lend me your Cudgel. 

Lure. Sir Harry, you won't raiſe a Diſturbance in 
my Houle ? 

_ Wild. Diſturbance, Madam, no no; I'll beat him 
with the Temper of a Philoſopher ;, here, Mrs. Parh,. | 
ſhew me the Gentleman. [Exit with Parly, Is, 

Lure. Now ſhall I get the old Monſter well beaten, 
and Sir Harry pelter'd next Term with Bloodſheds, 
Batteries, Coſts and Damages, Sollicitors and Attornies; 
and if they don't teize him. out of his good. Humour, 
TIl never plot again. [Exit.. | 5 


Jrery 


SCENE Changes to another Room in the I * 
ſame HOUSE. 


Enter Smuggler. 


Smug. O This damn'd Tide-waiter! A Ship and Cargo ere 
worth five thouſand Pound ! why tis richly 4 3 

worth five hundred Perjuries: I raft 
Enter Wildair. 18.5 

Wild. Dear Mr. Alder man, I'm your moſt devoted: | 
and humble Servant. l 7 
Smug. My beſt Friend, Sir Harry, og welcome ny. 
to England. 85 
Wild. FIl aſſure you, Sir, there's not a Man 3 in the enou 
King's Dominions l'm gladder to meet. paſs 
Szaug.. O Lord, Sir, you Travellers have the moſt f ang. 
obliging WAYS with you. 7 
Wild. I here is a Buſineſs, Mr. Aldirnan, fall'n out, g 
which 
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ch you may oblige me infinitely by I am 
ſery ſorry that I'm forc'd to be troubleſome; but Ne- 
eit, Mr. Alderman. 
 Smug. Ay, Sir, as you ſay, Neceſlity But upon 
ew | ny Word, Sir, I'm very ſhort of Money at preſent ; 
ut | 
bim Mild. That's not the Matter, Sir, Pm above an Ob- 
> Jlgation that way; but the Buſineſs is, I'm reduc'd to 
Jn indiſpenſible Neceſſity of being oblig'd to you for a 
Leeting Here, take this Cudgel. 

| Sug. A Beating, Sir Harry! Ha, ha, ha, I beat a 
night Baronet! an Ame turn Cudgel- Player; Ha, 
Ih, ha. 
Vid. Upon my Word, Sir, you muſt beat me, or 
un cudgel you; take your Choice. 
a 1 Snug. P'ſhaw, p'ſhaw, you Jeſt, 
Vid. Nay, tis as ſure as Fate; ſo, Alderman, I hope 
Jjou'll pardon my Curioſity. 
1 Sug. Curioſity! Duce take your Curioſity, - Sir; 
What d'ye mean ? | | 
Wild. Nothing at all: Pm but in Jeſt, Sir. 
| Smug. O, I can take any Thing in Jeſt ; but a Man 
might imagine by the Smartneſs of the Stroke, that you 
were in downright Earneſt. 
Mild. Not in the leaſt, Sir, (/rikes him) not in the 
kaſt, indeed, Sir. 
1 Smug. Pray, good Sir, no more of your Jets, for 
I they are the blunteſt Jeſts that I ever knew. 
Wild. ( ſtrites) J heartily beg your Pardon with all 
ome ny Heart, Sir. 

Smug. Pardon, Sir 3 well Sir, that is SatisfaQion 


the enough from a Gentleman; but ſeriouſly now, if you 


paſs any more of your Jeſts upon me, I ſhall grow 
angry. 

Mild. IJ humbly beg your Permiſſion to break one or 
out, two more. | [triking him. 
aich | Smug. 
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Smug. O Lord, Sir, you'll break my Bones: Are you 
Mad, Sir ? Murder, Felony, Manſlaughter. 


[Wild. knocks him down, 


Wild. Sir, I beg you ten thouſand Pardons ; but! 
am abſolutely compel!'d to't upon my Honour, Sir; no- 
thing can be more averſe to my Inclinations, than to 
jeſt with my honeſt, dear, loving obliging Friend, the | 


Alderman. 


[Striking him all this while, Smuggler tunbl, | 


over and over, and ſhakes out his Pocket- Bool an 


the Floor; Lurewell enters, takes it up. 


Lure. 'The old Rogue's Pocket-Book, this may he 
of uſe. '[4fide.]J O Lord, Sir Harry's murdering the | 


poor old Man 


Sug. O dear Madam, I was beaten in Jeſt, till I am | 


murder'd in good Earneſt. 


Frapex. 


Citizen. 


Lure. O you barbarous Man ! Hold, hold, Frafez | 


plus rudement : Frapex. I wonder you are not afham'd, 
{ Holding Wild.] A poor reverend honeſt Elder 
[Helps Smug. up.] It makes me weep to ſee him in 
this Condition, poor Man ! Now the Devil take you, 
Sir Harry —— for not beating him harder. Well, my 


Dear, you fhall come at Night, and I'll make you | 


amends. 


Smug. T will have Amends before I leave the Place: 
Sir: How durſt you uſe me thus? 


Wild. Sir? [Here Sir Harry takes Snuff. 


Smug. Sir, I ſay, I will have Satisfaction. 

Wild. With all my Heart. [Throws Snuff in his Eyes. 

Smug. O Murder, Blindneſs, Fire: O Madam, Ma- 
dam, get me ſome Water, Water, Fire, Fire, Water. 


[Exit with Lurewell. | 


Wild. 


Lure. Well, well! I'll bring you off Kan Frapex, | 


Smug. O for Charity's ſake, Madam, Reſcue a poor | 


OY 


1 Wil 
Yafion 


Let 
" Ang 


Let 
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71d. How pleaſant is reſenting an Injury without 
Jafion ? Tis the Beauty of Revenge. 
e you | | 
Let Stateſmen Plot, and under Buſineſs groan ; 
un. 4d ſettling Publick Quiet, boſe their own. 


as ! | Let Soldiers drudge and fight for Pay or Fame 
er Her, when they re Shot, I think tis much the ſame. 
; , s Let Scholars wex their Brains with Mood and Tenſe. ]) 
» WH 4nd, mad with & trength of Reaſon, Fools commence ; 

77 Lofing their Wits in ſearching after Senſe 3 ] 
wy * | Their Summum Bonum they muſt toil to gain; 
n 1 Ard, ſeeking Pleaſure, ſpend their Life in Pain. 

be 1 make the moſt of Life, no Hour miſpend; 
1 Plea ſurè s the Means, and Pleaſure is my End. 
Tow 1 No Spleen, no Trouble ſhall my Time deſtroy. 
Tam | Life's but a Span; I'll ev'ry Inch enjoy. (Exit, 
Apes, 
poor 
rapes 
am'd, 
m in | 
you, 
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SCENE, The Street, 


Enter Standard and Vizard. 


STAND A RD. 


ble. 

Viz. I ſhall urge it no further, Sir; 1 
only thought, Sir, that my Character in 
the \ World might add Authority to my Words, . 
ſo many Repetitions. 

Stand. Pardon me, Dear Vizard — Our Belief . 
gles hard, before it can be brought to yield to the Diſ- 
advantage of what we love; tis ſo great an Abuſe to 


our Judgment, that it makes the Faults of our Choice | 


our own Failing. But what ſaid Sir Harry ? 


Fiz. He pitied the poor credulous Colonel, laugh'd | 
heartily, flew away with all the Raptures of a Bride- 


groom, repeating theſe Lines : 


A Miſtreſs ne er can pall her Lover's Foys, 
Whoſe Wit can whet whent er her Beauty cloys. 


Stand. A Miſtreſs ne er can pall! By all my Wrongs 
he whores her! And I'm made their Property. Venge- 
3 ance! 


Bring him Word where ſhe lodg'd! T the 
civileſt Rival in the World ! *tis e / 


| 


| , 


8 
— 


I the 


ir; I 


ter in 
ithout 


ſtrug⸗ 
Diſ- 
we to 


hoice 


gbd 
ride- 


ongs 
nge- 
nce ! 
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FT ance! Yizard, you muſt carry a Note from me to Sir 


%. 
'/ 
* 
acht. 
* W 4 
ka ve $ 


i 


Harry. 


Viz. What a Challenge! L hope you don't deſign to 


Stand. What! wear the Livery of my King, and 


pocket an Affront! 'twere an Abuſe to His Sacred Maje- 
1 iy ; a Soldier's Sword, Yizard, ſhou'd ſtart of it {elf to 
I redreſs its Maſter's Wrong. 


Vis. However, Sir, I think it not proper for me to 


carry any ſuch Meſſage between Friends. 


Stand. | have ne'er a Servant here. What ſhall I do ? 
Viz. There's Tom Errand, the Porter that plies at the 


| Blue Pots, who knows Sir Harry and his Haunts very 
1 well ; you may ſend a Note by him. 


Stand. Here, you Friend. 


Vis. I have now ſome Buſineſs, and muft take my 


1 Leave, I would adviſe you nevertheleſs againſt this Af- 
\poſſi> } 


1 fair. 


Stand. No whiſpering now, nor telling of Friends to 
prevent us. He that diſappoints a Man of an honourable 
Revenge, may love him fooliſhly like a Wife, but never 
value him as a Friend. 

Viz. Nay, the Devil take him that parts you, ay J. 

[Exit. 
| Enter Porter running. 

Err. Did your Honour call a Porter ? 

Stand. Is your Name Tom Errand ! 

Err. People call me fo, an't like your Worſhip——— 

Stand. D'ye know Sir Harry Wildair? 

Err. Ay, very well, Sir! He's one of my Maſters ; 
many a round Half Crown have I had of his Worſhip : 
He's newly come home from France, Sir. 

Stand. Go to the next Coffee-Houſe, and wait for me. 
O Woman, Woman, how bleſt is Man, when favour'd 
by your Smiles? and how accurſt, when all theſe Smiles 


are found but wanton Baits, to ſooth us to DeſtruRtion ? 


E | Thus 


r „ 


Wet 
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"Thus cur chief Joys, -with baſe Allays, are cur. 
And our beſt Things, when once corrupted, worſt. ¶ Exit. 


Enter Wildair, and Clincher Senor following, 


Clin. ſen. Sir, Sir, Sir, having ſome Buſineſs of Im- * 
| | The 


ire 
box 


Portance to communicate to you, I would beg your At. 
tention to a trifling Affair that I would impart to you. 


Mild. What is your trifling Buſineſs of Importance, | 


pray ſweet Sir? 


Clin. ſen. Pray Sir, Are the Roads deep between this | 


and Paris, | 
Wild. Why that Queſtion, Sir? | 
Clin. ſen. Becaule, I deſign to go to the Jubilee, Sir. 


J underſtand that you are a Traveller, Sir; there is an 
Air of Travel in the Tie of your Cravat, Sir, there js | 
I ſuppoſe, Sir, you bought this Lace in 


indeed, Sir 
Flanders. 

Wild. No, Sir, this Lace was made in Norzway. 

Clin. ſen. Norway, Sir! | 

Wild. Yes Sir, of the Shavings of Deal-Boards. 

Clin. ſen. That's very ſtrange now, Faith——Lace 
anade of the Shavings of Deal-Boards ; I Gad, Sir, you 
Travellers ſee very ſtrange Things Abroad, very incre- 
dible Things abroad, indeed. Well, I'll have a Cravat 
of that very ſame Lace before I come home. 

Wild. But, Sir, what Preparations have you made for 
your Journey ? 

Clin. ſen. A Caſe of Pocket-Piſtols for the Bravo's— 
and a Swimming-Girdle. 

Wild. Why theſe, Sir ? 

Clin. ſen. O Lord, Sir, I'II tell you Suppoſe us in 
Rome now ; away goes I to ſome Ball for I'll be a 
mighty Beau. Then as I faid, I go to ſome Ball, or 
ſome Bear-baiting, tis all one you know- 


ſhe's a very fine Lady, 
Seigniora, 


ſays 


Seignior Angle, Seignior Angle 
oblerve that———Sezgnior Angle, ſays the, 


then comes 
a fine Ilalian Bona Roba, and plucks me by the Sleeve, 


"IV =# 


Jays 


[ roſe 
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it. 58 I, and trips after her to the Corner of a Street, ſup- 


poſe it Ruſſel· Street here, or any other Street; then you 
Jknow I muſt invite her to the Tavern, I can do no leſs 
At. Iſhere up comes a Bravo; the 7alian grows ſaucy, and I 


ire him an Engliſo Douſe of the Face. I can box, Sir, 
box tightly, I was a Prentice, Sir, but then, * 
Inhips out his Szz/lerro, and I whips out my Bull Dog 
this | laps him through, trips down Stairs, turns the Corner 
Id Ryſe1-Street again, and whips me into the Ambaſſador's 


Wild. Was your Piſtol charg'd, Sir? 


b 2 Clin. ſen. Only a Brace of Bullets, that's all, Sir, L 
Tre is © (gn to ſhoot {even ltalians a Week, Sir. 
5 1 Vila. Sir, you won't have Provocation. 


Clin, ſen. Provocation, Sir! Zauns, Sir, Dll kill any 
Han for treading upon my Corns, and there will be a 
Jviliſh Throng of People there; they ſay, that all the 
Princes of Haly will be there. | 

Wild. And all the Fops and Fidlers in Europe But 
ie Uſe of your Swimming-Girdle, pray Sir? 


155 Clin. ſen. O Lord, Sir, that's eaſy. Suppoſe the Ship 

-ayat at away ; now, whilſt other fooliſh People are buſy at 
heir Prayers, I whip on my Swimming-Girdle, clap a 

le for Month's Proviſion into my Pockets, and fail me away, 
ke an Egg in a Duck's Belly And heark'ee, Sir, 

5. {have a new Project in my Head. Where d'ye think 
by Swimming-Girdle ſhall carry me upon this Occa- 
lon? 'Tis a new Project. 

us in Vild. Where, Sir? 


V Clin. ſen. To Civita V. ecchia, Faith and Troth, and 


ſardon me now, I'm going to ſee my Miſtreſs. 
Vid. This Fellow's an accompliſh'd Aſs before he 
Abroad. Well; this Angelica has got into my 


ady, 
1 | Fart, and I can't get her out of my Head. I muſt pay 
ſays tother Viſit, 


E 2 SCEN-E 


Train, and there I'm as ſafe as a Beau behind the Scenes. 


0 fave the Charges of my Paſſage! Well, Sir, you muſt 
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SCENE Lady Darling's Houſe. 


Angelica las. 

Ang. N happy State of Woman]! whoſe chief Vit. 

tue is but Ceremony, and our much boaſt 
ed Modeſty but a ſlaviſn Reſtraint. The ſtrict Confine- 
ment on our Words makes our 'Thoughts ramble more; 
and what preſerves our outward Fame, deſtroys our 
inward Quiet Tis hard that Love ſhou'd be de- 
ny'd the Privilege of Hatred ; that Scandal and Detrac- 
tion ſhou'd be ſo much indulg'd, yet Sacred Love and 
Truth debarr'd our Converſation. 

Enter Darling, Clincher jun. and Dicky. 

Darl. This is my Daughter, Couſin, 

Dick. Now, Sir, remember your three Scrapes. | 

Clin, Saluting Ang.] One, Two, Three, [ Kiſſes ber.) | 
Your humble Servant. Was not that right, Dicky? *' 

Dick. Ay, Faith, Sir, but why don't you ſpeak to | 
her ? 

Clin. jun. I beg your Pardon, Dicky. I know 2 
Diſtance ; wou'd you have me {peak to a Lady at the 
firſt Sight. 

Dick. Ay, Sir, by all Means; the firſt Aim is the 
ſureſt. | 

Clin. jun. Now for a good Jeſt, to. make her laugh | 
heartily By Jupiter Ammon I'll go give her a Kiſs. 

| [Goes towards her. 
Enter Wildair, interpoſing. 

Mila. Tis all to no purpoſe, I told you fo before; 
your pitiful five Guineas will never do You may 
march, Sir: for as far as five. hundred Pounds will gp 
P11 out-bid vou. Clin. 
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— jun. What the Devil! the Madman's here 


KE * ; Darl Bleſs me, Couſin ! What d'ye mean? Affront 
7a Gentleman of his Quality in my Houſe ? 

Clin. jun. Quality! Why, Madam ! I don't knew 
| what you mean by your Madmen, and your Beaux, and 
your Quality. They're all alike I believe. 

Dar. Pray, Sir, walk with me into the next Room. 


Vit- Exit Darl. leading Clin. Dick follows. 
dal | Arg. Sir, if your Converſation be no more agreeable- 
fine - ' than *twas the laſt Time, I would adviſe you to make it 
ole? s ſhort as you can. 


un | Wild. The Offences of my laſt Viſit, Madam, bore . 


&- their Puniſhment in the Commiſſion ; and have made 
= ' me as uneaſy till I receive Pardon, as your Ladyſhip 
and 1 can be till I ſue for it. 

Am. Sir Harry, I did not well underſtand the 
| Offence, and muſt therefore proportion it to the Great - 
j neſs of your. Apology: If you wou'd therefore have me 

„think it light, take no great Pains in an Excuſe. 
ber.) 1 mild. How ſweet muſt be the Lips that guard that 
5 Tongue! then, Madam, no more of paſt Offences, let 
K to vs prepare for Joys to come; let this ſeal my Pardon 

[Kifes her Hand.] And this [again] initiate me to far- 

u | ther Happineſs. 
tis] 7g. Hold, sir. one Queſtion, Sir Harry; and 
„ | pray anſwer me plainly, D'ye love me? 
«WM 77% Love you! Does Fire aſcend ? Do Hypoerites 

diſſemble? Uſurers love Gold, or Great Men F * 
laugh Doubt theſe, then queſtion that I love. 
Kitz Ang. This ſhews your Gallantry, Sir, but. not your 
her. Love. 


Mild. View your own Charms, Madam, then judge 
fore; ] my Paſſion; your Beauty raviſhes my Eye, your Voice 
may my Ear, and your Touch has thrill'd my melting 
„ill £9] Soul. 
Cin. E 3. Aug. 


will have it ſo. | 
Ang. I ſhall. never hereafter truſt common Report, 
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Ang. If your Words be real, tis in your Pow'r to 
raiſe an equal Flame in me. 


Wild. Nay then I ſeizg—— - 


Ang. Hold, Sir; *'tis alſo peflible, to make me de- 
teſt and ſcorn you worſe than the moſt profligate of 


your deceiving Sex. | 
Wild. Ha! A very odd Turn this. T hope, Madan, 


you only affect Anger, becauſe you know your Frowns | 


are becoming. 


Ang. Sir Harry; you being the beſt Judge of your | 
own Deſigns, can beſt underſtand whether my Anger 


ſhou'd be real or diſſembled; think what ſtrict Moaefy 


- ſhou'd bear, then judge of my Reſentments. 


Wild. Strict Modeſty ſhould bear! Why, Faith, Madan, 
J believe the ſtricteſt Modeſty may bear fifty Guineas, 
and I don't believe *twill bear one farthing more. | 
Ang. Whatd'mean, Sir ? 


Wild. Nay, Madam, What do you mean if you go 


to that? J think now, fifty Guineas is a very fine Offer | 


for your ftrift Mogefly, as you call it. 


Ang. Tis more charitable, Sir Harry, to d 1 | 
Impertinence of a Man of your Figure, on his defect in 


I'm 


Underſtanding, than on his want of Manners 
afraid you're mad, Sir. 

Wild. Why, Madam, you're enough to make any 
Man mad. S'death, Are not you a | 

Ang. What, Sir? 

Wild. Why, a Lady of 


which repreſented you, Sir, a Man of Honour, Wit 
and Breeding ;. for I find you very deficient in them all. 
[ Exit, 


Wild. folis. Now I find that the firi& Pretences 


which the Ladies of Pleaſure make to ftrit Modeſty, is 
the Reaſon — thoſe of Quality are aſham'd to wear it 
Enter 


ſtrict Modeſty, if you 
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''r to Enter Vizard. 
| Viz. Ah, Sir Harry, Have I caught you? Well, and 
what Succeſs ? 
e de- Mild. Succeſs! tis a ſhame for you young Fellows in 
ate of Town here, to let the Wenches grow ſo ſaucy : I of- 
Herd ber fifty Guineas, and the was in her Airs pre- 
zdam, ſently. I cou'd have two Counteſſes in Paris for halſ 
rowns the Money, and Je vous remercie into the Bargain. 
Vix. Gone in her Airs, lay you? And did. not you 
your follow her? 
Anger Mild. Whither ſhould I follow her? 5 
T7 oy | Vi. Into her Bed-Chamber, Man. She went on 
' purpoſe. You a Man of Gallantry, and not underſtand 
that a Lady's beſt pleas'd when ſhe puts on her Airs, as 
J you call it. 
Wild. She talk'd to me of ſtrict Modeſty, and Stuff. 
Viz. Certainly moſt Women magnify their Modeſty, 
for the ſame Reaſon that Cowards boaſt their Courage, 


Edad, 


when you make your next Afault, encourage your 


if not, you have a fair Excuſe for your Rudeneſs. [ll 
go in, and make your Peace for what's paſt, Oh!T 
had almoſt forgot: 
with you about ſome Bufineſs. 


where he may be found ? 


hence, I promis'd to ſee him, and there you may meet 


port, him; to have your Throat cut. [4/ide.] I'll go in and 


Wit intercede for you. 
all. Wild. But no foul Play with the Lady, Vixard. 
: xit, | | [Extt. 


nes Viz, No fair Play, I can aſſure you. [Exit.. 


becauſe they have leaſt on't. Come, come, Sir Harry, 


Spirits with brisk Burgundy; if you ſacceed, tis well ;. 


Coll. Standard wants to ſpeak. 
Wild. Tl wait upon him preſently ; D'ye know. 


you  Pisz. In the Piazza of Covent Garden, about an Hour- 
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SCENE the Street before Lurewell's Lodgings; 
Clinch, Sen. and Lurewell Cogueting in the Bal. 
cony. | 


Enter Standard. 
Stand. OW weak is Reaſon in Diſputes of Love? 


That daring Reaſon which ſo oft pretends 


to queſtion Works of high Omnipotence, yet poorly 
truckles to our weakeſt Paſſions, and yields implicit 


Faith to fooliſh Love, paying blind Zeal to faithlefs - 
Woman's Eyes. I've heard her Falſhood with fuch. 


prefling Proofs, that I no longer ſhou'd diſtruſt it. Yet 


ſtill my Love wou'd baffle Demonſtration, and make 


Impoſſibilities ſeem probable. [Looks up.] Ha! that 
Fool too! What! ſtoop ſo low as that Animal——'Tis 
true, . Women once fall'n, like Cowards in Deſpair, will 
ſtick at nothing; there's no Medium in their Actions: 
They muſt be bright as Angels, or black as Fiends. 
But now for my Revenge, I'II kick her Cully before 
her Face, call her a Whore, Curſe the whole Sex, and 
ſo leave her. [ Goes in. 


Lurewell comes down auith Clincher. The Scene changes 
ta a Dining-Room. 
Lure. O Lord, Sir, *tis my Huſband : What will be- 
come of you? 
Clin. Eh; your Huſband ! Oh, I ſhall be murder'd: 


What ſhall I do? where ſhall I run? III creep into an 
Oven; I'll climb up the Chimney ; III fly; Ill ſwims 


>———I with to the Lord I were at the 7ubilze now 
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Crown, Come here: So. 
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! Lure. Can't you think of any Thing, Sir? 
[ Enter Tom Errand. 


ö What do you want, Sir? 


Erra. Madam, I am looking for Sir Harry Wildair; I 
ſaw him come here this Morning; and did imagine he 
might be here ſtill. 


| Lure. A lucky Hit! Here, Friend, change Cloaths 
| with this Gentleman, quickly: Strip. 


Fill give you half a 
[ They change Cloaths. 
Lure. Now flip you, [to Chnch.] down Stairs, and 
wait at the Door till my Huſband be gone; and get you 


Clin. Ay, ay, quickly ſtrip: 


in there [to the Porter] till I call you. 


[Puts Errand into the next Room. 
Enter Standard. 
Oh, Sir! Are you come? I wonder, Sir, how you 


| have the Confidence to approach me after ſo baſe a 


Trick. 

Stand. O, Madam! all your Artifices won't pre- 
vail. 

Lure. Nay, Sir, your Artifices won't avail ; I thought, 
Sir, that I gave you Caution enough againſt troubling 
me with Sir Harry Wildair's Company, when I ſent this 
Letter back by you : Yet you, forſooth, muſt tell him 
where J lodg'd, and expoſe me again to his impertinent 
Courtſhip. 

Stand. I expoſe you to his Courtſhip! 


Lure. I'll lay my Life you'll deny it now: Come, 
come, Sir, a pitiful Lie is as ſcandalous to a Red-Coat, 
as an Oath to a Black. Did not Sir Harry himſelf tell 
me, that he found out by you where I lodg'd ? 

Stand. You're all Lies: Firſt, your Heart is falſe, your 
Eyes are double; one look belies another: And then 
your Tongue does contradict them all——Madam, I 
lee a little Devil juſt now hammering out a Lie in your 
Pericranium.. 


Lure. 
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Lure. As I hope for Mercy, he's in the right ont. 
LAlde.] Hold, Sir, you have got the Play-Houſe Cant 
upon your Tongue; and think that Wit may privilege 
your Railing: But I mult tell you, Sir, that what is Sa- 
tyr upon the Stage, is ill Manners here. 

Stand. What is feign'd upon the Stage, is here in 
Reality real Falſhood. Yes, yes, Madam I expos'd 
you to the Courtſhip of your Fool Clincher too? I hope 
your Female Wiles will impoſe that upon me —— a 


ſo— 


Lure. Clincher! Nay, now you're ftark Mad. I 
know no ſuch Perſon. 

Stand. O Woman in Perfection not know him! 'Slife, 
Madam, can my Eyes, my piercing jealous Eyes be fo 
deluded? Nay, Madam, my Noſe cou'd not miſtake 
him; for I ſmelt the Fop, by his Pulvilio, from the 
Balcony down to the Street. 

Lure. The Balcony ! Ha, ha, ha, the Balcony! I'll 
be hang'd but he has miſtaken Sir Harry Wildair's Foot- 
man, with a new French Livery, for a Beau. 

Stand. S'death, Madam, What is there in me that 
looks like a Cully ? Did not I ſee him ? 

Lure. No, no; you cou'd not ſee him: You're 
dreaming Colonel: Will you believe your Eyes, now, 
Here, you 


Friend. 


Enter Errand in Clincher's Chas. 


Stand. This is Illuſion all; my Eyes conſpire againſt 
themſelves. Tis Legerdemain. 

Lure. Legerdemain! Is that all your Acknowledg- 
ment ſor your rude Behaviour? Oh, what a Curſe 
is it to love as I do but don't preſume too far, 
Sir, on my Affection: For ſuch ungenerous Uſage will 
ſoon return my tir'd Heart. Be gone, Sir, [ the 


Porter] to your mpertangnt Maſter, and tell him, - 
ſha 


nt. 
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ball never be at Leiſure to receive any of his troubleſome 
Viſits— Send to me to know when I ſhou'd be at 
| Home! Be gone, Sir :— I am ſure he has made 


me an unfortunate Woman. [IWeeps. 


Stand. Nay, then there is no Certainty in Nature; 


and Truth is only Falſhood well diſguis'd. 


Lure. Sir, had not I own'd my fond fooliſh Paſſion, I 


1 hou'd not have been ſubject to ſuch unjuſt Suſpicions ; 
but "tis an ungrateful Return. [eeping. 


Stand. Now where are all my firm Reſolves? I will 


believe her juſt. My Paſſion rais'd my Jealouſy ; then 
! why mayn't Love be blind in finding Faults, as in ex- 


cuſing them? I hope, Madam, you'll pardon me, 
| {ince Jealouſy, that magnify'd my Suſpicion, is as much 


| | the Effect of Love, as my Eafineis in being fatisfy'd. 


Lure. Eaſineſs in being ſatisfy' d! You Men have got 
an inſolent Way of extorting Pardon, by perſiſting in 


your Faults. No, no, Sir; cheriſh your Suſpicions, 
and feed upon your Jealouſy : Tis fit Meat for your 
{ queamiſh Stomach. 


With Men all Nomen ſhou'd this Rule purſae ; 
Who thinks us falſe, Hou d never find us true. 
[Exit in a Rage. 


Znicr Clincher in I Porter's Chaths 


Clin. Well! Intriguing is the prettieſt pleaſanteſt 


Thing for a Man of my Parts: How ſhall we laugh 
at the Huſband when he 1s gone? How fillily he 
looks! He's in labour of Horns already, to make 
a Colonel a Cuckold! Twill be rare News for the Alder- 
man. DAſide. 
Stand. All this Sir Harry has occaſion'd; but he's 
brave, and will afford me juſt Revenge 


is the Porter I ſent the Challenge by :>S—Well, Sir, 
Have you found him ? 


Clinch, 


O!] this 


. 
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* Clinch. What the Devil does he mean now? BY; 
MN Stand. Have you given Sir Harry the Note, Fellow? | Clo 
3 Clin. 'The Note! What Note? 1 
* Stand. The Letter, Blockhead, which I ſent by you vil 
- to Sir Harry Wildair ; Have you ſeen him? ; ( 


Clinch. O Lord, What ſhall J ſay now? Seen him! 
Yes Sir No Sir I have Sir; I have not Sir. 
Stand. The Fellow's mad. Anſwer me directly Sit. 
rah, or I'll break your Head. ; 
Clin. J know Sir Harry very well, Sir; but as to the 
Note, I can't remember a Word on't : Truth is, I have 
a very bad Memory. 
Stand. O Sir, I'll quicken your Memory. [Strikes hin. 
Clin. Zauns, Sir, hold, I did give him the Note, 1 
Stand. And what Anſwer ? 
Clin. I mean, Sir, I did not give him the Note. hor 
Stand. What, d'ye banter, Raſcal? [Strikes him again. 
Clin. Hold, Sir, hold; he did ſend an Anſwer. | 
Stand. What was't, Villain ? 
Clin. Why truly, Sir, I have forgot it: I told you 
that I had a very treacherous Memory. 
Stand. I'll engage you ſhall remember me this Month, 
Raſcal. 1 him off, and Exit 
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Enter Lurewell and . | 


Lure. Fortboon, fortboon, fortboon ; this is better than | 
I expected: but Fortune ſtill helps the induſtrious. 


Enter Clincher. | Re 


Clin. Ah! The Devil take all Intriguing, ſay I, ang 
him who firſt invented Canes: That curs'd Colone! Th 
has got ſuch a Knack of beating his Men, that he has ou 
leſt the Mark of a Collar of Bandileers about my | loy 
Shoulders. | | EE 

Lure. O my poor Gentleman! And was it beaten? on! 


1 | | Clin. | 


a Trip to the JuBILEE. 61 


Clin. Yes, I have been beaten: But where's my 
W? (Cloaths, my Cloaths? 
| Lure, What, you won't leave me fo ſoon, my Dear, 
you will ye? | 
| Clin. Will ye? If ever I peep into a Colonel's Tent 
| again, may I be forced to run the Gauntlet: But 
| my Cloaths, Madam. 


Sit. Lure. I ſent the Porter down Stairs with them: Did 
* not you meet him? 


\ the | Cl Mex him | Ne. doc. 

| Parl. No? He went out at the Back-door, and is run 

clear away I'm afraid. 

Clin. Gone, ſay you! And with my Cloaths? My 
Fine Jubilee Cloaths? O, the Rogue, the Thief!—Pl! 

| have him hang'd for Murder : But _ ſhall I get 

home in this Pickle ? 

Parl. I'm afraid, Sir, the Colonel will be back pre- 

ſently; for he dines at home. 

Clin. Oh, then J muſt ſneak off! Was ever Man ſo 

managed, to have his Coat well thraſh'd, and loſe his 

Coat too? [ Exit. 

nth, Lure. Thus the noble Poet ſpoke Truth : 


Exit. 


"ah, 


you 


| Nothing ſuits Oe with Vice, than want of Senſe : . 
Fools are ſtill wicked at their own FE xpence. 


than 


Parl. Methinks, Madam, the Injuries you have ſuf. 

| fered by Men muſt be very great, to raiſe ſuch heavy 

Reſentments againſt the whole Sex. 

and Lure. The greateſt Injury that Woman cou'd ſuſtain; 

one! They robb'd me of that Jewel, which preſerv'd, exalts 

has our Sex almoſt to Angels: But deſtroy'd, debaſes us be- 

my low the worſt of Brutes, Mankind. 

Parl. But I think, Madam, your Anger ſhou'd be 

? 4 only confin'd to the Author of your Wrongs. 

lin. | 
4 F Lure. 
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Lure. The Author! Alas, I know him not, which © 
makes my Wrongs the greater. | gra 
Parl. Not know him! *Tis odd, Madam, thata Man fit 
ſhou'd rob you of that ſame Jewel you mention'd, and wit 
vou not know him. | tha 


Lure. Leave trifling : "Ts a Subject that always 4 
ſours my Temper ; but ſince by thy faithful Service! | hea 
have ſome Reaſon to confide in your Secreſy : Hear the Te 
ſtrange Relation Some twelve, twelve Years ago ! = 
liv'd at my Father's Houſe in Oxford/bire, bleſt with lis 
Innocence, the ornamental, but weak Guard of bloom. anc 
ing Beauty: I was then juſt Fifteen, an Age oft fatal to 1 
the female Sex : Our Youth 1s tempting, our Innocence | ſo | 
credulous, Romances moving, Love powerful, and Men v8 


are—— Villains. Then it happen'd, that three young 
Gentlemen ffom the Univerſity coming into the Coun- | 


try, and being benighted, and Strangers, call'd at my Fa. j (V1 
ther's : He was very glad of their Company, and offer. 
ed them the Entertainment of his Houſe. ; | He 
Parl. Which they accepted, no doubt: Oh! Theſe I 
ſirolling Collegians are never Abroad, but ou ſome I 
Miſchief. 8 
Lure. They had ſome private Frolick or Deſign mn 
their Heads, as appeared by their not naming one an- 
other ; which, my Father perceiving, out of Civility, | fr 
made no Enquiry into their Affairs: Two of them had , 
a heavy, pedantick, Univerſity Air, a ſort of diſagree- *' : 
able ſcholaſtick Booriſhneſs in their Behaviour: But the « 
Third! 
3 Parl. Ay! The Third, Madam, —the Third of al! 
5 i Things they ſay is very critical. 0 
1, Lure. He was but in ſhort, Nature cut him out 5 
81-3 | for my undomg ; he ſeem'd to be about Eigh- : 
7 85 | 4 ' teen. 
| 5 = Parl. A fit Match for your Fifteen as cou'd be. | 7 
. £2 | Lure. He had a ? Sweetneſs in his Face, 2 | | 
2 oi | yu | 
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| graceful Comelineſs in his Perſon, and his Tongue was | 
| fit to ſooth ſoft Innocence to Ruin : His very Looks were 
| witty, and his expreſſive Eyes ſofter, prettier Things 


than Words cou'd frame. 


Parl. There will be Miſchief by and by; I never 


| heard a Woman talk ſo much of Eyes, . but there were 
Tears preſently after. 


Lure. His Diſcourſe was directed to my Father, but 
his Looks to me. After Supper I went to my Chamber, 
and read Caſſandra, then went to Bed, and dreamt of 
him all Night; roſe in the Morning, and made Verſes; 
ſo fell deſperately in Love my Father was ſo pleas'd 
wich his Converſation, that he begg'd their Company 
next Day; they conſented, and next night, Pariy 
1 Parl. Ay, next Night, Madam, next Night 
(i'm afraid) was a Night indeed. 


2 


Laure. He brib'd my Maid, with his Gold, out of her 


Honeſty; and me, with his Rhetorick, out of my Ho- 
nour 
he vow'd, and ſwore, and wept, and ſigh'd and 


conquer'd. [Neeps. 
| Parl. Alack- a. day, poor Fifteen! [ Meeps. 
Lure. He ſwore that he wou'd come down from Ox- 


| firdin a Fortnight, and marry me. 

1 Parl. The old Bait! The old Bait I was cheated 
| jaſt ſo my ſelf. [4fde.] But had not you the Wit to 
| know his Name all this while? 

Lure. Alas! What Wit had Innocence like mine? He 
told me that he was under an Obligation to his Compa- 
] tions of concealing himſelf then, but that he wou'd 
write to me in two Days, and let me know his Name 
and Quality. After all the binding Oaths of Conſtancy, 
joyning Hands, exchanging Hearts, I gave him a Ring, 
with this Motto, Lowe and Honour; then we parted ; but 
I never ſaw the Dear Deceiver more. 

Parl. No, nor never will, I warrant you. 


n * 
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ſhe admitted him to my Chamber, and there 
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Lure. T need not tell my Griefs, which my Fa- 


ther's Death made a fair Pretence for ; he left me ſole 


Heireſs and Executrix to three thouſand Pounds a 
Year; at laſt my Love for this ſingle Diſſembler, 


turn'd to a Hatred of the whole Sex, and reſolving 


to divert my Melancholy, and make my large For- 
tune ſubſervient to my Pleaſure and Revenge, I went 
to travel, where, in moſt Courts of Europe, I have 
done ſome Execution : Here I will play my laſt Scene; 
then retire to my Country-Houſe, live ſolitary, and 
die a Penitent. 

Par. But don't you ſtill love this dear Difſembler ? 

Lure. Moſt certainly: *Tis Love of him that keeps 
my Anger warm, repreſenting the Baſeneſs of Mankind 
full in View ; and makes my Reſentments work We 
ſhall have that old impotent Lecher Smugg/er here to 
Night : I have a Plot to ſwinge him, and his preciſe 
Nephew Fizard. 

Par. I think, Madam, you manage every Body that 
comes in your way. 

Lure. No, Parly; Thoſe Men, whoſe Pretenſions I 
found juſt and honourable, I fairly diſmiſs'd, by letting 


them know my firm Reſolutions never to marry. But 


thoſe Villains that wou'd attempt my Honour, I've ſel · 
dom fail'd to manage. 

Par. What d'ye think of the Colonel, Madam ? ! 
ſuppoſe his Deſigns are honourable. 

Lure. That Man's a Riddle ; there's ſomething of 


Honour in his Temper that pleaſes: I'm ſure he loves 


me too, becauſe he's ſoon jealous, and ſoon fatis- 


fy'd : But he's a Man ſtill. When I once try'd 


his Pulſe about Marriage, his Blood ran as low as 4 
Coward's : He ſwore indeed that he lov'd me, but 
cou'd not marry me, forſooth, becauſe he was en- 
gig d elſewhere. So poor a Pretence made me diſdain 


his Paſſion, which otherwiſe might have been uneaſy 
to 


. * 


ven 


* 
4 


0 me- But hang him, I have teiz d him enough: 


4 


e 4 
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| renge ; 


once more: I'll hanſel his Woman's Cloaths for 
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| ——Beſides, Party, I begin to be tir'd of my Re- 
But this Buſs and Guinea I muſt maul 


him. Go, get me Pen and Ink ; I muſt waite to 


| Vizard too. 


Fortune, this once aſſiſt me, as before, 
Tewo ſuch Machines can never work in vain, 


As thy propitious Wheel, and my projetting Brain, 


The End of the Third A C J. 
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AKA 


SCE N E Covent-Garden. 


Wildair and Standard Meeting. 


STANDARD. 


Thought, Sir Harry, to have met you e're 
this in a more convenient Place; but ſince 
my Wrongs were without Ceremony, my 
2 || Revenge ſhall be ſo too. Draw, Sir. 

| Wild. Draw, Sir! What ſhall I draw? 
Stand Come, come, Sir; I like your facetious Hu- 
mour well enough : It ſhews Courage and Unconcern : 
I know you brave; and therefore uſe you thus. Draw 
Jour Sword. | 

Mala. Nay, to oblige you I will draw: but the Devil 
take me if. I fight Perhaps, Colonel, this is the 
prettieſt Blade you have ſeen. : 

Stand. I doubt not but the Arm is good ; and there- 
fore think both worth my Reſentment. Come, Sir. 

Wild. But, prithee Colonel, doſt think that I am ſuch 
a Madman as to ſend my Soul to the Devil, and my 
Body to the Worms, upon every Fool's Errand ? 

Stand. I hope you're no Coward, Sir. 

Wild. Coward, Sir ; I have eight thouſand Pounds a 
Year, Sir. 


Stand, You fought in Flanders to my Knowledge. 
Wild, 
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Wild. Ay, for the ſame Reaſon that I wore a Red- 


Coat, becauſe *twas faſhionable, 


Stand. Sir, you fought a French Count in Paris. 
Mild. True, Sir; He was a Beau, like my ſelf: Now 
you're a Soldier, Colonel, and Fighting's your Trade; 


and I think it downright Madneſs to contend with any 
Man in his Profeſſion. | 


Stand. Come, Sir, no more dallying: I ſhall take 
very unſeemly Methods if you don't ſhew your ſelf a 
Gentleman. 


Wild. A Gentleman ! Why there again now.. A Gen- 
| tleman ! I tell you once more, Colonel, that I am a Baro- 
net, and have eight thouſand Pounds a Year. I can dance, 


ing, ride, fence, underſtand the Languages. Now I car't 


$ conceive how running you through the Body ſhou'd con- 
tribute one jot more to my Gentility. But pray Colonel, 


had forgot to aſk you, What's the Quarrel? 
Stand. A Woman, Sir. 
Wild. Then I put up my Sword. Take her. 
Stand. Sir, my Honour's concern'd. 


| Wild. Nay, if your Honour be concern'd with a Wo- 
man, get it out of her Hands as ſoon as you can. An 


honourable Lover is the greateſt Slave in Nature; ſome 
will ſay, the greateſt Fool. Come, come, Colonel, this 
is ſomething about the Lady Lureauell, I warrant; I can 


give you Satisfaction in that Affair. 


Stand. Do ſo then immediately. 

Wild. Put up your Sword firſt: You know I dare 
fight, but I had much rather make you a Friend than 
an Enemy. I can aſſure you this Lady will prove too 
hard for one of your Temper. You have too much 
Honour, too much in Conſcience, to be a Favourite 
with the Ladies. | 

Stand. I am — Sir, ſhe never gave you any En- 


Wild. A Man can never hear Reaſon with a Sword 
2 in 
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in his Hand. Sheath your Weapon; and then if J don't 
ſatisfy you ſheath it in my Body. 

Stand. Give me but Demonſtration of her granting 
you any Favour, and 'tis enough. 

Wild. Will you take my Word ? 

Stand. Pardon me, Sir, I cannot. 

Wild. Will you believe your own Eyes ? 

Stand. Tis ten to one whether I ſhall or no: They 
have deceiv'd me already. 

IW:1d. That's hard But ſome means J ſhall deviſe 
for your Satisfaction We muſt fly this Place, elſe 
that cluſter of Mob will overwhelm us. [Exeunt, 

Enter Mob, Tom Errand's Wife hurrying in Clincher 
Senior in Errand's Chaths. 

Wife. O, the Villain, the Rogue, he has murder'd 
my Huſband : Ah, my poor Timothy. | [ Crying, 

Clin. Dem your Timothy :—Your Husband has mur- 


der'd me, Woman : For he has carry'd away my fine - 


Jubilee Cloaths. 

Wife. Ah, you Cut-Throat! Have you not got his 
Cloaths upon your Back there? Neighbours, Don't 
you know poor Timothy's Coat and Apron ? 

Mob. Ay, ay! Tis the ſame! 

Firſt Mob. What ſhall we do with him, Neighbours ? 

Second Mob. We'll pull him in pieces. 

Firſt Mob. No, no; then we may be hang'd for 
Murder ; but we'll drown him. 5 

Clin. Ah, good People, pray don't drown me; for I 
never learnt to ſwim in all my Life. Ah, this plaguy 
Intriguing ! 


Mob. Away with him, away with him to the Thames. 


Clin. Oh, if I had but my Swimming-Girdle now. 
Enter Conflable. 
Conſt. Hold, Neighbours, I command the Peace. 


Wife. O! Mr. Conſtable, here's a Rogue that has mur- 


der'd my Huſband, and robb'd him of his Cloaths.. 


Conſt, . 
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Conft. Murder and Robbery ! Then he muſt be a Gen- 


2 Gentleman. 


— Well, 
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man. Hands off there, he muſt not be abus'd. 
ö Give an Account of your ſelf: Are you a Gentlman ! 
Clin. No, Sir, I am a Beau. 

Conſt. Then you have killd no body, I'm perſuaded, 
oy came you by theſe Cloaths, Sir ? 


Clin. You muſt know, Sir, that walking along, Sir, 
I don't know how, Sir; I can't tell where, Sir; and 
ſo the Porter and I chang'd Cloaths, Sir. 


aſon, and like 


Conſt. Very well, the Man ſpeaks | 


Wife. But pray Mr. Conſtable, alk him how he chang'd 
| Cloaths with him. 

| Conſt. Silence, Woman, and don't diſturb the Court, 

Sir, how did you change Cloaths ? 


Clin. Why, Sir, he pull'd off my Coat, and I drew 


off his; ſo I put on his Coat, and he put on mine. 
Con/t. Why Neighbours, I don't find that he's guilty : 


4 Search him; and if he carries no Arms about him, we'll 


| let him go. 
[ They ſearch his Pockett, and pull out his Piſtols, 
Clin. O Gemini] My Jubilee Piſtols. 


plain. Speak, what are you, Sir ? whence come you, 
and whither go you? 


Wife. You ſhall go to the Gallows, you Rogue. 


+. ea, . n. 
2 Mow 


| Conſt. Away with him, away with him to Newgate 
| ſtrait. 


Clin.] ſhall go to the Jubilee now indeed. ¶ Exeunt. 


Re-enter Wildair and Standard. 


Wild. In ſhort, Colonel, tis all Nonſenſe ;. Fight for 
a Woman! Hard by is the Lady's Houſe; if you pleaſe, 


Li 


Conſt. What, a Caſe of Piſtols? Then the Caſe is 


Clin. Sir, I came from Ruſſel. Street, and am going 1 
to. the Jubilee, 


we'll wait on her together: You ſhall draw your Sword * 
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Pll draw my Snuff - Box: You ſhall produce your Wounds 


receiv'd in War; I'Il relate mine by Capid's Dart 


You ſhall look big; I'll ogle: 
ſigh: 
flies not to my Arms, like a Hawk to its Perch, my 
Dancing-Maſter deſerves to be damn'd. 

Stand. With the generality of Women, I grant you, 
theſe Arts may prevail. 

Wild. Generality of Women! Why there again you're 
out. They're all alike, Sir; I never heard of any one 
that was parti, but one. 

Stand. Who was ſhe pray ? 

Wild. Penelope, I think ſhe's call'd ; and that's a Po. 
etical Story too. When will you find a Poet in our Age 
make a Woman ſo chaſte ? 

Stand. Well, Sir Harry, your facetious Humour can 
diſguiſe Falſhood, and make Calumny paſs for Satyr: 
But you have promis'd me ocular Demonſtration that 
the favours you: Make that good, and I ſhall then main- 
tain Faith and Female to be as inconſiſtent as Truth and 
Falſhood. | 

Wild. Nay, by what you My told me, I am ſatisfyd 
ſhe impoſes on us all: And Y:zard too ſeems what I ſtill 
ſuſpected him: But his Honeſty once miſtruſted, ſpoils 
his Knavery : But will you be convinc'd if our Plot 


You ſhall ſwear; I} 


ſucceeds? 


Stand. I rely on your Word and Honour, Sir Harry; 
which, if I doubted, my Diſtruſt wou'd cancel the Ob- 
ligation of their Security. 

Wild. Then meet me half an Hour hence at the Rum. 
mer: Vou muſt oblige me by taking a hearty Glaſs with 
me toward the fitting me out for a certain Project, which 
this Night I undertake. 


Stand. I gueſs by the Preparation, that Woman's the 
Deſign. 


with 
You ſhall /a ſa, and I'll conge; And if ſhe | 


Y | Wild. 
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Wild. Yes, Faith, 


I am taken dangerouſly ill with 


wo fooliſh Maladies, Modeſty and Love; the firſt Ill cure 
Iwith Burgundy, and my Love, by a Night's Lodging 


4 


q 


A 


Jvith the Damſel. 


A ſure Remedy. Probatum eſt. 
Stand. I'll certainly meet you, Sir. [Exeunt ſeverally. 


Enter Clincher Junior and Dicky. 
Clin. Ah! Dich, this London is a ſad Place, a ſad 


icious Place: I wiſh that I were in the Country again: 
And this Brother of mine! Pm ſorry he's ſo great a 
Rake: 


I had rather ſee him dead, than ſee him thus. 
Dick. Ah, Sir; He'll ſpend his whole Eſtate at this 


Jame Jubilee. Who d'ye think lives at this ſame Ju- 
: lie : ? 


Clin. Who, pray ? 
Dick. The Pope. 
Clin. The Devil he does! My Brother go to the Place 


here the Pope dwells ! He's bewitch'd ſure. 


Enter Tom Errand in Clincher Senior's Chaths. 


Dick. Indeed I believe he is, for he's ſtrangely al- 


Itr'd. 


Clin. Brother! 
drother? 


Clin. Alter'd ! Why he looks like a Jeſuit already. 
Err. This Lace will fell. What a Blockhead was the 
fellow to truſt me with his Coat! If I can get croſs the 


IGarden, down to the Water-ſide, I'm pretty ſecure. 


[Alade. 


Dick. I ſeize you in the King's Name, Sir. 


ow ! 

Clin. Speak, you Rogue, What are you ? 
Erra. A poor Porter, Sir, and going of an Errand. 
Dick. What Errand? Speak you Rogue. 
Erra. A Fool's Errand, I'm afraid. 


Alex | O Gem! Are you my. 


Err. O Lord, ſhou'd this prove ſome Parliament-Man 


Clin. 
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Clin. Who lent you ? 
Frra. A Beau, Sir. 
Dick. No, no, the Rogue has murder'd your Brother, 
and ftript him of his Cloaths. 
Clin. Murder'd my Brother! O Crimini] O my poor 
Jubilee Brother! —— Stay, by Fupiter Ammon, I'm 
Heir tho' : Speak, Sirrah, Have you kill'd him? Confeſs 


that you have Killd him, and I'll give you Half a 


Crown. 


Erra. Who I, Sir? Alack-a-day, Sir, I never kill'd 
any Man, but a Carrier's Horſe once. 

Clin. Then you ſhall certainly be hang'd. But confeſs 
that. you kill'd him, and we'll let you go. 

Erra. Telling the Truth hangs a Man, but confefling 
2 Lie can do no harm; beſides, if the worſt comes to 
the worſt, I can but deny it again. Well, Sir, ſince 
J muſt tell you, I did kill him. | 

Clin. Here's your Money, Sir, 
you kill'd him dead. 

Erra. Sir, I'Il ſwear it before any Judge in England. 

Dick. But are you ſure that he's Dead in Law ? f 

Erra. Dead in Law! I can't tell whether he be Dea! 
in Law : But he's as dead as a Door Nail; for I gave 
him ſeven Knocks on the Head with a Hammer. 
, Dick. Then you have the Eſtate by the Statute. Any 
Man that's knock'd o'th* Head is Dead in Law. 

Clin. But are you ſure he was Compos Mentis when he 
was kill'd. | 

Erra. I ſuppoſe he was, Sir, for he told me nocung | 
to the contrary afterwards. 

Clin. Hey then I go to the Fubilee sn, 


But are you ſure 


Sir, ſtrip. By Jupiter Ammon ſtrip. 
Dick. Ah! don't ſwear, Sir. 
[ Puts on his Brother's cla. 
Clin. Swear, Sir; Zaons, han't J got the Eſtate, Sir ? 
Come, Sir, now I'm in Mourning for my Brother. 
Erra. 


112121 —˙r»˙—— 


her, 


Poor 
I'm 


nfeſs + 


lf a 
21l'd 
nfeſs 


fling 


8 t0 


ſince 


ſure $ 


nd, 


Any 
n he 
hing 
trip, 
aths 
Sir ? 


Fas 


a Trip to the JUBILE 8: 73 


| Erra. T hope you'll let me go now, Sir. 
Clin. Yes, yes, Sir, but you muſt firſt do me the 
our to Go politively before a Magiſtrate, that you 


Jkil'd him dead, that I may enter upon the Eſtate with- 
out any Trouble. 


By Jupiter Ammon all my Religion's 
gone, ſince I put on theſe fine Cloaths Hey, call me 
Coach ſomebody. 


| Clin. No, no, Dich, carry this Spark before a 
juſtice, and when he has made Oath, you may diſcharge 
im. And I'll go fee Angelica. TExeunt Dick. and 
krrand.] Now that I'm an elder Brother, I'II court, 
"nd ſwear, and rant, and rake, and go to the Jubilee 
/vith the beſt of them. [Exit, 


| SCENE Lurewels HOUSE. 


Dead 
gave 


Enter Lurewell and Parly. 


Lure. A* E you ſure that Vixard had my Letter? 


Parl. Yes, yes, Madam, one of your Lady- 
ſhip's Footmen gave it to him in the Park, and he told 


| the Bearer, with all Tranſports of Joy, that he wou'd be 
punctual to a Minute. 


Lure. Thus moſt Villains, ſome time or other, are 


punctual to their Ruin; and Hypocriſy, by, impoſing 


Ya the World, at laſt deceives it ſelf. Are all Things 

| prepar'd for his Reception? 

b Parl. Exactly to your Ladyſhip's Order, the Alder- 

man too is juſt come, dreſs'd and cook d up for Ini- 

quity. 

Lure. Then he has got Woman's Cloachs on. | 
G Parl. 
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| Erra. Ay, Maſter; let me go, and I'll call one 
immediately. | 


— 
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Parl. Yes, Madam, and has paſs'd upon the Family 
for your Nurſe. | 

Lure. Convey him into that Clofet, and put out the 
Candles, and tell him, I'll wait on him preſently. 

[ 4s Parly goes to put out the Candle ſomebody knocks, 

Lure. This muſt be ſome Clown without Manners, or 
2 Gentleman above Ceremony. Who's there ? 

Mila. Sings. 


Thus Damon knock'd at Celia's Door, 
He figh'd, and beg d, and wept, and ſwore, 
The Sign was ſo, 
[knocks] 
She anſwer d, No 
{knocks thrice) 
No, no, no. 
Again he figh'd, again he pray d, 
No Damon, 20, 1 am afraid. 
Conſider, Damon, Pm a Maid. 
Conſider, 
No, 
Tu a Maid, 
No, &C. 
At laſt his Sighs and Tears made nway, 
She roſe, and ſoftly turn'd the Key, 
Come in, ſaid ſhe, but do not flay. 
41 may conclude 
Dou will be rude, 
But if you are you may. [Exit Parly. 


Wildair Erters. 


Lure. *Tis too early for Serenading, Sir Harry. 
Wild. Whereſoever Love is, there Muſick is proper; 
there's an harmonious Conſent in their Natures, and 
when rightly join'd, they make up the Chorus of 
earthly Happineſs, 
Lure, 
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Lire. But, Sir Harry, what Tempeſt drives you here 


at this Hour ? | 
Wild. No Tempeſt, Madam, but as fair Weather as 
ever entic'd a Citizen's Wife to cuckold her Huſband. in 
freſh Air. Love, Madam. 
Wildair taking her by the Hand. 
Lure. As pure and white as Angels ſoft Deſires. Is't 


| not o! 


Wild. Fierce, as when ripe conſenting Beauty fires. 
Lure. O Villain! what Privilege has Man to our De- 
ſtruction, that thus they hunt our Ruin? [Alt. 


If this be a Love Token, your Miſtreſs's Ig 
| very loſe about you, Sir. 


Wild. drops a Ring, ſhe takes it up. 

Wild. J can't juſtly, Madam, pay your Trouble of 
taking it up by any Thing, but deſiring you to wear it. 

Lure You Gentlemen have the cunningeſt ways of 
playing the Fool, and are ſo induſtrious in your Pro- 
ſuſeneſs. Speak ſeriouſly, am I beholden to Chance or 
Deſign for this Ring ? 

Wild. To Defign, upon my FI and I hope my 
Deſign will ſucceed. (Alide. 

Lure. And what ſhall I give you for ſuch a fine Thing ? 

Wild. 7ou'/] give me another, you'll give me another 
fre Thing. Both ſing. 

Lure. Shall I be free with you, Sir Harry ? 

Wild. With all my Heart, Madam, ſa 1 may be free 
with you. 

Lure. Then plainly, Sir, I ſhall beg the Favour to 
ſee you ſome other Time, for at this very Minute I have 
two Lovers in the Houſe. 

Wild. Then to be as plain, I muft be gone this 
Minute, for I muſt ſee another Miſtreſs within theſe 
two Hours. 

Lure. Frank and free, 
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Wild. As you with me Madam, your moft hum : 
ble Servant. Er. 
Lure. Nothing can diſturb his Humour. Now for 

my Merchant and Vizard. 
Exit, and takes the Candles with her, 


Ter Parly, leading in Smuggler, dreſs d in Mo- 


man's Claaths. 


Parl. This way, Mr. Alderman. | 
Smug. Well, Mrs. Parly, I'm oblig'd to you for 
this Trouble; here are a couple of Shillings for you, 
Times are hard, very hard indeed, but next time Il 
ſeal a pair of Silk Stockings from my Wife, and bring 
them to you——What are you fumbling about my 
Pockets for 
Parl. Only ſettling the Pleats of your Gown : here, 
Sir, get into this Cloſet, and my Lady will wait on you 
preſently. 
I Puts bim into the Cloſet, runs out, and returns with 
ö | 
Vis. Where would'ſt thou lead me, my a auſpi- 
eious little Pilot ? 
Parl. You're almoſt in Port, Sir; my Lady's in the 
Cloſet, and will come out to you immediately. | 


Viz. Let me thank thee as I ought. [Ker her 
Parl. P'ſhaw : who has hir'd me beſt, a couple of 
Shillings, or a couple of Kiſſes? Exit. 


Viz. Propitious Darkneſs guides the Lover's Steps, 
and Night that ſhadows outward Senſe, lights up our 
inward Joy. Night! the great awful Ruler of Man- 
kind, which like the Perſian Monarch, hides its Royalty 
to raiſe the Veneration of the World: Under thy eaſy 
Reign, Diſſemblers may ſpeak Truth, all laviſh Forms 
and Ceremonies laid aſide, and generous Villany may 
act without conſtraint, 


Smug. 
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um. Smug. Peeping out of the Chſet.] Bleſs me! What 
Lit. Voice is this: | 
for Vix. Our hungry Appetites, like the wild Beaſts of 

Prey, now ſcour Abroad, to gorge their craving Maws; 
ber, The Pleaſure of Hypocriſy, like a chain'd Lion, once 
broke-looſe, wildly indulges its new Freedom, ranging. 
through all unbounded Joys. 

! Smug. My Nephew's Voice! and certainly poſleſs'd' 
with an Evil Spirit, he talks as profanely, as an Actor 
poſſeſsd with a Poet. 
you. Viz. Ha! I hear a Voice, Madam 
\ It 7 Happineſs, where are you, Madam? 
ring | Smug. Madam! he takes me for a Woman too, Pl 
my | try him. Where have you left your Sanctity, Mr. 


my Life, my 


Vizard ? 

nere, Fiz. Talk no more of that ungrateful agen — 

you | left it where it has only: Buſineſs, with Day-light,. t 

1 needleſs to wear a Maſe in the Dark. 

with Smug. O the Rogue, the Rogue -The World 
takes you for a very ſober virtuous Gentleman. 

uſpi- 8 Fiz. Ay, Madam, that adds Security to all my 

1 Pleafures—— With me a Cully-Squire may ſquander 

| the bis Eſtate, and ne'er be thought a Spend- thrift 

x With me a Holy Elder may zealouſly be drunk, and 

er, | toaſt his tuneful Noſe in Sack, to make it hold forth: 

le of | clearer——But what is moſt my Praiſe, the formal 

7xit, | Rigid, the that rails at Viee and Men, with me ſecures. 

eps, her looſeſt Pleaſures, and her ſtricteſt Honour She 

our who with ſcornful Mein, and virtuous Pride, diſdains 

lan- the Name of Whore, with me can wanton, and laugh 

alty t the deluded World. 

eaſy Smug. How have I. been deceiv'd! Then you are 

rms very great among the Ladies. 

may. | Fiz. Yes, Madam, they know that, like a Mole in 

| the Earth, I dig deep, but invifible; not. like thoſe 
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fluttering noiſy Sinners, whoſe Pleaſure is the Procla- 
mation of their Faults, whoſe empty Flaſhes no ſooner 


kindle, but they muſt blaze to alarm the World. But 


come, Madam, you delay our Pleaſures. 


Smug. He ſurely takes me for the Lady Lurewell— 


ſhe has made him an Appointment too——bur I'll be 
reveng' d of both 
Jo intimate with. 


Well, Sir, what are thoſe you are 


Viz. Come, come, Madam, you know very well - 
thoſe that ſtand ſo high, that the Vulgar envy even 


their Crimes, whoſe Figure adds Privilege to their Sin, | | 


and makes it paſs unqueſtion'd ; fair, high, pamper'd | 


Females, whoſe ſpeaking Eyes, and piercing Voice, | 


would arm the Statue of a Szoick, and animate his cold 


Marble with the Soul of an Epicure, all raviſhing, 


lovely, ſoft, and kind, like you. 


Smug.. I am very lovely and ſoft indeed, you ſhall find 


me much harder than you imagine, Friend Well, 
Sir, but I ſuppoſe your Diſhmulation has ſome other 
Motive beſides Pleaſure ? 

Viz. Yes, Madam, the honefteſt Motive in the World, 
Intereſt- You muſt know, Madam, that I have 
an old Uncle, Alderman Smzgegler, you have ſeen him, 
I ſuppoſe. 


Smug. Yes, yes, I have ſome ſmall Acquaintance | 


with him. * 


Vis. Tis the moſt knaviſh, Welte, covetous old. 


Rogue, that ever died of a Gout. 


Smug. Ah! the young Son of a Whore. Well, Sir, | 


and what of him? 
Viz. Hell hungers not more for wretched Souls, 
than he for ill got Pelf And yet (what's wonder- 


fu!) he that would ſtick at no profitable Villany him- | 


felf, loves Holineſs in another le prays all Sun- 
ay for the Sins of the Week paſt he ſpends all 


Dinner-time in two tedious n and what he deſigns 
a a Bleſſing 7 
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de eozen the old Miſer one of theſe Days out of a Settlement, 
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Il find 
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other 
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have 
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| a Bleſſing to the Mert, proves a Curſe to his * | 


he's the moſt 
Smug. Well, well, Sir, I know him very well, 
Viz. Then, Madam, he has a ſwinging Eſtate, which: 


T defign to purchaſe as a Saint, and ſpend like a Gen- 
tleman. He got it by Cheating, and ſhou'd loſe it by 


Deceit. By the Pretence of my Zeal and Sobriety, Þ11 
and Deed of Conveyance 
Smug. It ſhall be a Deed to convey you to the Gal- 
lows then, you young, Dog.. __ [4fae. 

Viz. And no ſooner he's Dead, but I'll rattle over his 
Grave with a Coach and Six, to inform his covetous 
Ghoſt how genteely I ſpend his Money. 

Smug. I'll prevent you, Boy, for I'll have my Money 
bury'd with me. [Alide. 

Vix. Bleſs me, Madam, here's a Light coming this. 
way, I muſt fly immediately. When ſhall I ſee you, 
Madam ? 

Smug. Sooner than you expect, my Dear. 

Viz. Pardon me, dear Madam, I wou'd not be ſeen 
for the World. I wou'd ſooner forfeit my Life, nay, my 
Pleaſure, than my Reputation. [LExit. 

Smug. Reputation! Reputation ! that poor Word ſuf- 
fers a great deal Well! thou art the moſt accom- 
pliſh's Hypocrite that ever made a grave plodding Face 
over a Diſh of Coffee, and a Pipe of Tobacco; he owes 
me for ſeven Years Maintenance, and ſhall pay me by 
And when I die, I'll leave 
him to the Fee-limple of a Rope and a Shilling 


Who are theſe? I begin to be afraid of ſome Miſchief 


I wiſh that I were ſafe within the City-Liberties 
I'll hide my ſelf.-, | [Stands cloſe. 


Enter Butler with other Servants and Lights. 


Bat. I fay, there are two Spoons wanting, and I'll 
ſearch 
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ſearch the whole Houſe. Two Spoons will be ng 
ſmall Gap in my Quarter's Wages — 

Serv. When did you miſs them, Fames? 
But. Miſs them, why, I miſs them now; in ſhort, 
they - muit be among you, and if you don't return 
them, I'll go to the Cunning-Man to Morrow-Morn- 
ing; my Spoons I want, and my Spoons I will have. 

Serv. Come, come, ſearch about. [Search and dif 
cover Smuggler.] Ah! Who's this? 

But. Harkee, good Woman, What makes you hide 
your ſelf? What are you aſham'd of ? 

Smug. Aſham'd of! O Lord, Sir, I'm an honeſt Old 
Woman that never was aſham'd of any Thing. 

But. What are you, a Midwife then ? Speak, did i not 
you ſee a couple of ſtray Spoons in your Travels? 

Snag. Stray Spoons ! 

But. Ay, ay, ftray Spoons; in ſhert you ſtole them 
and I'll ſhake your old Limbs to pieces, if you don't de- 
liver them preſently. 

Smug. Bleſs me! a Reverend Elder of Seventy Yean 
old, accus'd for Petty Larceny ! Why, ſearch me, 


=u_ People, ſearch me, and if you find any Spoons a- 
t me, you ſhall burn me for a Witch. 

But. Ay, ay, we will ſearch you, Miſtreſs. 

[ They ſearch, and pull the Spoons out of his Pockets, 

Smug. Oh! the Devil, the Devil! 

But. Where, where is he? Lord bleſs us, ſhe is a 
Witch in good Earneſt, may be. 

Smug. O, it was ſome Devil, ſome Covent- Garden, 
or St. Fames's Devil, that put them in my Pocket. 

But. Ay, ay, you ſhall be hanged for a Thief, burnt 
for a Witch, and then carted for a Bawd. Speak, what 
are you? 


Enter Lurewell. 
Smug. Fm the Lady LurewelPs Nurſe, 


Lure. 


1 two 


e no 
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hat 
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Lure. What Noiſe is this? | 
But. Here is an old Succubus, Madam, that has ole 


| two Silver Spoons, and ſays, ſhe's your Nurſe. 


Lure. My Nurſe! O the impudent old Jade, I never 
aw the wither'd Creature before. 
Smug. Then I'm finely caught, O, Madam! Madam, 


Don't you know me? Don't you remember Buſs and 
Guinea? * 


Lure. Was ever ſuch Impudence? I know thee! why 
thou'rt as brazen as a Bawd in the Side-Box Take 
her before a Juſtice, and then to Newgate. Away. 

Smug. O! conſider, Madam, that I'm an Alderman. 

Lure. Confider, Sir, that you're a Compound of Co- 


| vetouſneſs, Hypocriſy, and Knavery ; and muſt be pu- 


niſt'd accordingly You muſt be in Petticoats, 
gouty Monſter, muſt ye! You muſt Buſs and Guinea 
too, you muſt tempt a Lady s Honour, old Satyr; away 
with him. EL [ Hurry him off. 


Still may our Sex thus Frauds of Men oppoſe, 
Still may our Arts delude theſe tempting Foes. 
May Honour rule, and never fall betray'd. 
But Vice be caught in Nets for Virtue laid. 


The End of the fourth A C T. 
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ATV. 


SCENE Lady Darling's HOUSE, 


Darling and Angelica. 


DARLING. 


AUGHTER, fince you have to deal 
with a Man of ſo peculiar a Temper, | 
you muſt not think the general Arts of 
Love ean ſecure him; you may there- 
fore allow ſuch a Courtier ſome Encou- 
ragement extraordinary, without Re- | 


proach to your Modeſty. | 

Angel. J am ſenſible, Madam, that a formal Nicey | 
makes our Modeſty fit aukward, and appears rather a ; 
Chain to enſlave, than a Bracelet to adorn us It } 
ſhou'd ſhew, when unmoleſted, eaſy and innocent as a 
Dove; but ſtrong and vigorous as a Faulcon, when 
aſſaulted. | 

Darl. I'm afraid, Daughter, you miſtake Sir Harry's 
Gaiety for Diſhonour. 

Angel. Though Modeſty, Madam, may wink, it muſt 
not ſleep, when powerful Enemies are Abroad 
I muſt confeſs, that of all Men's, I wou'd not ſee Sir 
Rn Faults; nay, I cou'd wreſt his moſ | 


ſuſpicious | 
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"ſpicious Words a thouſand ways, to make them look 
like Honour But, Madam, in ſpight of Love I 
muſt hate him, and curſe thoſe Practices which taint 
Jour Nobility, and rob all Virtuous Wem of the bra- 
reſt Men 

Darl. You muſt rtl be miſtaken, Angelica; for 

I'm fatisfy'd Sir Harry's Deſigns are only to court and 
narry you. 
Angel. His Pretence, perhaps, was ſuch ; but Women 
7 ow, like Enemies, are attack'd ; whether by Treache- 
„ 2. or fairly conquer'd, the Glory of Triumph is the 
% Jame Pray, Madam, by what Means were you 
nade acquainted with his Deſigns ? 

| Darl. Means, Child! why my Couſin Vizard, who, 
m ſure, is your ſincere Friend, ſent him. He brought 
ne this Letter from my Couſin 

[Gives her the Letter, which foe opens. 
Angel. Ha! YVizard! then I'm abus'd in Earneſt 


lag | Wou'd Sir Harry, by his Inſtigation, fix a baſe Affront 

4 of {upon me? No, I can't ſuſpect him of ſo ungenteel a 

fs. Crime This Letter ſhall trace the Truth [ 4fde. 

coo. | My Suſpicions, Madam, are much clear'd, and I hope 

Re. | ſatisfy your Ladyſhip in my Management, when next 
I ſee Sir Harry. 

me [ Enter Servant. 

3 Serv. Madam, here's a Gentleman below calls him- 

8 ſelf Wildair. 

„hen Darl. ConduCt him up. Daughter, I won't doubt your 
! Diſcretion. {Exit Darling. 

we Enter Wildair. 


muſt Wild. O the Delights of Love and Burgundy ! 


— 


Madam, I have toaſted your Ladyſhip fifteen Bumpers 
Sir || ſucceſſively, and ſwallow'd C * like Loches to every 
Sir Glaf 

a a 8. 


4 Angel. 
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Angel. And what then, Sir? 

Wild. Why then, Madam, the Wine has got into my 
Head ; and the Capids into my Heart, and unleſs by 
quenching quick my Flame, you kindly eaſe the Smart, 
I'm a loſt Man, Madam. 

Angel. Drunkenneſs, Sir Harry, is the worlt Pretence 
a Gentleman can make for Rudeneſs: For the Excuſe 
is as ſcandalous as the Fault : Therefore pray 
confider who you are ſo free with, Sir; a Woman of 


Condition, that can call half a dozen Footmen upon 


Occaſion. 
Wild. Nay, Madam, If you * a mind ta toſs. me 


in a Blanket, half a dozen Chambermaids would do 


better Service. Come, come, Madam, tho' the 
Wine makes me liſp, yet has it taught me to ſpeak 
plainer. By all the Duſt of my ancient Progenitors, 
I muft this Night quarter my Coat of Arms with 
yours. 

Angel. Nay, then, who waits there? [Enter Footmen. 
Take hold of that Madman, and bind him. 

Wild. Nay, then Burgundy's the Word, and Slaughter 
will enſue. Hold, do you know, Scoundrels, that I 
have been drinking victorious Burgundy ? [ Draws. 

Servants. We know you're drunk, Sir, 

Wild. Then how have you the Impudence, Raſcals, to 


_ aſſault a Gentleman with a — of Flaſks of Courage 


in his Head? 
Servants. Sir, we muſt do as our young Miſtreſs com- 


mands us. 


Wild. Nay, then, have among ye, Dogs. 
[ Throws Money among them : They ſcramble and take 
it up: He in them out, ſhuts the Door, and 
returns. 


Raſcals, Poltroons. 
and now the Fruit's my own. 


Argel. 


I have charm'd the Dragon, | 
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Angel. O, the mercenary Wretches ! This was a Plot 


to betray me. 


Hild. J have put the whole Army to Flight: And 
now take the General Priſoner. [ Laying hold on her. 


Angel. J conjure you, Sir, by the Sacred Name of 


Honour, by your dead Father's Name, and the fair Re- 
putation of your Mother's Chaſtity, that you offer not 
the leaſt Offence. Already you have wrong'd me 


7 paſt Redreſs. 


Mild. Thou art the moſt unaccountable Creature. 
Angel. What Madneſs, Sir Harry, what wild Dream 


of looſe Deſire, cou'd prompt you to attempt this Baſe- 
| neſs? View me well 
| methinks, ſhould lighten outwards, and let you ſee your 
| Miſtake in my Behaviour. I think it ſhines with fo 


The Brightneſs of my Mind, 


much Innocence in my Face, that it ſhould dazzle all 
your vicious Thoughts: Tiunk not I am defenceleſs 
cauſe alone. Your very ſelf is Guard againſt your ſelf: 
Pm ſure there's ſomething generous in your Soul; my 
Words ſhall ſearch it out, and Eyes ſhall fire it for my 
own Defence. 


Wild. Mimicking.) Tal ti dum, ti dum, tal ti didi, 


didum. A Million to one now, but this Girl is juſt 


come fluſh from reading the Rival Jucens—I'gad, 


I' at her in her own Cant. 


O my Statyra, O 


my angry Dear, turn thy Eyes on me; Behold thy Beau in 


Buſkins. 

Angel. Behold me, Sir; View me with a ſober 
Thought, free from choſe Fumes of Wine that throw a 
Miſt before your Sight, and you ſhall find that every 
Glance ſrom my reproaching Eyes is armed with ſharp 
Reſentment, and with a virtuous Pride that looks Diſ- 
honour dead. 

Wild. This is the firſt Whore in Heroicks that J have 
met with. [ 4/de.] Look ye, Madam, as to that ſlender 
Particular of your Virtue, we ſhan't quarrel about it, 

you 
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-you may be as virtuous as any Woman in England, if ; 
you pleaſe; you may ſay your Prayers all the Time 
But pray, Madam, be pleas'd to confider what is this 
ſame Virtue that you make ſuch a mighty Noiſe about ; 
Can your Virtue beſpeak you 1 Front Row in | 
the Boxes? No: For the Players can't live upon Virtue. 
Can your Virtue keep you a Coach and Six? No, no: 
Your virtuous Women walk a- Foot Can your Virtue 


hire you a Pew in a Church ? Why, the very Sexton will 


tell you, No. Can yeur Virtue flake for you at Picquet? | ; 
No. Then what Buſineſs has a Woman with Virtue © 
Come, come, Macam, I offered you fifty Gui- 


neas. there's a hundred The Devil! Vir- 
tuous ſtill! Why, *tis a hundred, five ſcore, a hundred 


Guineas. | | 
Angel. O Indigration! Were I a Man you durſt not 


uſe me thus; But the mean, poor Abuſe you throw on 


me, reflects upon your ſelf; Our Sex ſtill ſtrikes an Awe 
upon the Brave, and only Cowards dare affront a Wo- 
Nan. 

Mild. Affront! S'death, Madam, a hundred Guineas 


will ſec you up at Baſiet ; a hundred Guineas will fur- 
niſh out your Lodgings with China; a hundred Gui— 


neas will give you an Air of Quality; a hundred Gui- 


neas will buy you a rich Eicritore for your Billet-deux, 


or a fine Common-Prayer-Buok for your Virtue. A A 


hundred Guineas will buy an hundred fine Things, and 


fine Things are for tine Ladies; and fine Ladies are for 


fine Gentlemen; and fine Gentlemen are 
this Burgundy makes a Man ſpeak like an Angel 


I'gad 


Come, come, Madam, take it, and put it to what Uſe 
you pleaſe. 


Angel. I'Il uſe it, as J wou'd the baſe unworthy Gi- 
ver thus. [Throws dawn the Parſe, and ſtamps upon it. 
Mild. J have no Mind to meddle in State-Affairs; but 
theſe Women will make me a Parliament Man, ſpight of 
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my Teeth, on purpoſe to bring in a Bill againſt their 
Extortion. She tramples under Foot that Deity which 
ll the World adores.— 


make my Market with the old Gentlewoman, ſhe knows 
Goes to the Door.) Here you Friend, 


pray defire the old Lady to walk in. 


Harkee, by 


Gad, Madam, I'll tell your Mother. 


; 


Enter Darling. 
Darl. Well, Sir Harry, and how dye like my Daugh- 


I 11d. Like her, Madam! 


| harkee, Will you take 
tt Why faith, Madam! 


Take the Money, I ſay, 


ger, I'gad, all's out. 
Angel. All ſhall out; Sir, you're a Scandal to the 
Name of a Gentleman. 


Vild. With all my Heart, Madam In ſhort, Ma- 


jam, your Daughter has us'd me ſomewhat too familiar- 


y, tho' J have treated her like a Woman of Quality. 


Darl. How, Sir? 


Hild. Why, Madam, I have offer'd her a hundred 


Guineas. 


Dar. A hundred Guineas ! Upon what Score? 


Mild. Upon what Score! Lord, Lord, how thele old 


Women love to hear baudy! Why Faith, Madam, I 


have ne'er a double Entendre ready at preſent, but PIl- | 


| ing you a Song. 


Behold the Goldfinches, tall al de rall, 

And a Man of my Inches, tall al de rall, 
You /hall take um believe me, tall al de rail, 
Tf you will give me, your tall al de ral. 


A modiſh Minuet, Madam, that's all. | 
| H 2 Darl- 


to A e er 


| O the blooming Pride of beau- 
ful Eighteen ! P'ſhaw, I'Il talk to her no longer, I'II 
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Darl. Sir, J don't underſtand you. 

Wild. Ay, the will have it in Plain Terms; then Ma- 
dam, in downright English, 10 offer'd your Davghter a 
hundred Guineas, tc 

Angel. Hold, Sir, ſtop your abuſtve Tongue, too looſe 
for madef Ears to bear. Madam, I did before ſuſpect 
that his Deſigns were baſe, now they're too plain; this Mr 
Knight, this mighty Man of Wit and Humour, is made liece 
a Tool to a Knave; Fizard has ſent him of a Bully's 0 
Errand, to affront a Woman; but I ſcorn the Abuſe, 0 0 


and him that offer'd it. | 4 
Darl. How, Sir, come to affront us! D'ye know who | * 
we are, Sir? f 


Will. Know who ye are! Why your Daughter there 
is Mr. Vigard's Couſin, I ſuppoſe ; and for you, 
Macam now to call her Procureſs Alamode France. i 
[ 4672] F'eſtime votre Occupation. | 

Darl. Pray Sir, ſpeak Engliſb. 

Mild. Then to define her Office, Alamode Fr 
DLAſide.] I ſuppoſe your Ladyſhip to be one of thoſe ci- 
vil, obliging, diſcreet old Gentlewomen, who keep 
their Vitiung Days for the Entertainment of their pre- 
ſenting Friends, whom they treat with Imperial Tea, a 
private Room, and a Pack of Cards, Now I ſuppoſe [ 
you underſtand me. | | 

Darl. This is beyond Sufferance ; but ſay, thou abu- 

' five Man, what Injury have you e're receiv'd from me, | 
or mine, thus to engage you in this ſcandalous Aſper- bes 


fion ? | We 
Angel. Yes, Sir, what Cauſe, what Motives could in- 
duce you thus to debaſe your ſelf below your Rank? _ 


2d. Hey day! Now Dear Roxana, and you my fair | 
Statiyra, be not ſo very Heroick in your Styles. Vixard's 
Letter may reſolve you, and anſwer all the impertinent 
Queſtions you have made me. P 
Bob Women, We appeal to that. 


Wild. 
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22 d. And I'll ſtand to't, he read it to me, and the 


——_— were pretty plain I thought. 


Jinur'd, and you deceived. 
Mild. [Opening the Letter. ] But hold, Madam, [9 
Darling] before I read, I'll make ſome Conditions 


N 


Mr. Vixard ſays here, that I won't ſeruple 30 or 40 


ieces; Now, Madam, if you have clapt in another 
Cypher to the Account, and made it 3 or 4 Hundred, 
by Gad, I will not ſand to't. 


Angel. Now can't I tell whether Diſdain or Anger bu 


the moſt juſt Reſentment for this Injury. 


Darl. The Letter, Sir, ſhall anſwer you. 
Wild. Well then! [Reads] 


Ay, ay, the very 
Words, I can ſay it by heart J have ſent 
Sir Harry Wildair to court my Couſin 
What the Devil's this? Sent Sir Harry Wildair 
to court my Couſin he read to me a quite dif- 
ferent Thing He's a Gentleman of great Parts 


; 
1 
4 
| 


way. | 
Duarl. Think, Sir, . our Blood for many Genera- 


and Fortune He's a Son of a Whore and a 
Raſcal and wou'd make your Daughter wery 
happy, [Whiſtles] in a Huſband, | Looks fooliſs 
and hums a Song.] Oh poor Sir Harry, what 
have thy angry Stars deſign'd ? 
Angel. Now, Sir, I hope you need no Inſtigation to 
| redreſs our Wrongs, fince even the Injury points the 


tions, has run in the pureſt Channel of unſully'd Ho. 
nour. 
Wild. Ay, Madam. | [Bows to her. 
Angel. Conſider, what a tender Bloſſom is Female Re- 
putation, which che leaſt Air of foul Detraction blaſts. 
Wild. Yes, Madam. [ Bows to tother. 
| Darl. 


H 3 


Angel. Here, Sir, peruſe it, and ſee how much we are 


Out of the earneſt Inclination to ſerve your Lad 7 
5 and my Coufin Angelica 


Ag 
FT 


— — mY 
- rr 


F 2 
— * — CS 


bb radon pr rd 
? CSS THAT 

3 

> n 


N 1 
o 


— 


r 2 


90 The ConsTANT CovuPr x: Or, 


Dar. Call then to mind your rude and ſcandalous 


Behaviour. | | 
Wild. Right, Madam. 


[ Bows again, 


Angel. Remember the baſe Price you offer'd me. [ Exit. 


Jil. Very true, Madam. Was ever Man ſocatechiz'd ? 

Darl. Then think that Vi gard, Villain Vg ard, causd 
all this, vet lives; that's all, farewel. [ Going. 

Wild Stay, Madam, [io Darling] one Word; is there 
no other way to redreſs your Wrongs, but by fighting ? 

Darl. Only one, Sir; which if you can think of, you 
may do: You know the Buſineſs I entertain'd you for. 

Hild. 1 underſtand you, Madam. 
Here am I brought to a very pretty Dilemma; I mutt 
commit Murder, or commit Matrimony. Which is belt 
now? A Licence fiom Doctors Commons, or a Sentence 
from the Old Bai? If I kill my Man, the Law hangs 
me; if I marry my Woman, I ſhall hang my ſelf; 
But, Damn it Cowards dare fight, I'il marry, that's 
the moiſt daring Action of the two, io my dear Couſin 
Angelica have at you. | | 


[Exit Darling. ] | 


SCENE Newgate, Clincher, Sen. /olus. 


Clin. OW ſevere and melancholy are Newwgaze Re- 
flections? Laſt Week my Father died: Ve- 

Rerday I turn'd Beau: To Day I am laid by the Heels, 
and to Morrow ſhall be hung by the Neck J was 
agreeing with a Bookſeller about Printing an Account of 
my Journey through France to Hab; but now 3 
ory 


j 
: 
N 
! 
3 


wy 


ſtory of my Travels thro' Holborn to burn 
ching Speech of Beau Clincher, that was going to the Fu- 
1 bilee 
1 fad Sound, Faith. Tis one Way to have a Man' s Death 
| make a great Noiſe in the World. 


7 ſend theſe Letters into Thames-Street, as directed; 
N are to Gentlemen that will bail me. 
Eh! This Newgate is a very populous Place: Here's 

! Robbery and Repentance in every Corner 


Friend, What are you, a Cut-throat, 
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The laſt 


Come, a Half-penny a piece. A ſad Sound, a 


Enter Smuggler and Goaler. 


Smug. Well, Friend, I have told you who I am: So. 


they 
[ Exit Goaler, 


Well, 
or a Bum-Bay- 


| iff? 


Clin. What are you, Miſtreſs, a Bawd, or a Witch? 
Harkee, if you are a Witch, d'ye ſee, I'Il give you a 


| hundred Pounds to mount me on a Broomſtaft, and whip | 


me away to the Fubilee. 

Smug. The Fubilee! O, you young Rake- hell, W 
brought you here? 

Clin. Ah, you old Rogue, What brought you here, 


; if you go to that? 


$ | 


Babs J knew, Sir, what your Powdering, your 
Prinking, your Dancing, and your Friſking, wou'd: 
come to. 


Clin, And I knew what your Cozening, your Extor- 
tion and your Smuggling wou'd come to. 

Smug. Ay, Sir, you muſt break your Indentures, and 
run to the Devil in a full-bottom Wig, muſt you? 

Clin. Ay, Sir, and you mult put off your Gravity, 
and run to the Devil in Petticoats : You deſign to 
ſwing in Maſquerade, Maſter, d'ye ? 

Smug. Ay, you mult go to Plays too, Sirrah : Lord, 
Lord! What Buſineſs has a Prentice at a Play- hovle, 
unleſs it be to hear his Maſter made a Cuckold, and his. 
Miſtreſs a Whore? *Tis ten to one now, but ſome mali- 

cious 
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cious Poet has my Character upon the Stage within this 
Month: Tis a hard Matter now, that an honeſt ſober 
Man cannot ſin in private for this plaguy Stage. I gave 


an honeſt Gentleman five Guineas my ſelf towards 
writing a Book againſt it; and it has done no good, we 


ſee. 


Clin. Well, well, Maſter, take Courage ! our Com- 


fort is, we have liv'd together, and ſhall die together; 


only with this Difference, that I have liv'd like a Fool, 
and ſhall die like a Knave; and you have liv'd like a 
Knave, and ſhall die like a Fool. 

Smug. No, Sirrah! I have ſent a Meſſenger for my 
Cloaths, and ſhall get out immediately, and ſhall be up- 
on your Jury by and by. Go to Prayers, you Rogue, 
go to Prayers. [Exit Smug. 

Clin. Prayers! 'Tis a hard taking when a Man muſt 
ſay Grace to the Gallows. Ah, this curſed Intri- 
guing ! Had I ſwung handſomely in a Silken Garter now, 
I had died in my Duty; but to hang in Hemp, like the 
Vulgar, *tis very ungenteel. 


Enter Tom Errand. 


A Reprieve, a Reprieve, thou dear, dear damn'd 
Rogue, where have you been? Thou art the moſt wel- 
come Son of a Whore, Where's my Cloaths ? 

Erra. Sir, I ſee where mine are: Sir, ſtri Ps Sir, 
ſtrip. 

Clin. What, Sir, will you abuſe a Gentleman? 

Erra. A Gentleman! Ha, ha, ha, D'ye know where 
you are, Sir? We're all Gentlemen here, I ſtand 
up for Liberty and Property 
wealth. 
Sir. 

Clin. Well, but ſtay, till I fend for my own Cloaths : 
I ſhall get out preſently. 


No Courtier has Buſineſs among us; Come, 


Erra, 


Newgate's a Common- 


NI. 


„ ITS 


—— 


N 


© » 


i pitable Looks, and bear a Welcome in your Faces. 
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Erra. No, no, Sir, I'll have you into the Dungeon, 


and uncaſe you. 


Clin. Sir, you can't maſter me; for m twenty thou- 


and ſtrong. 


[ Exeunt ſtruggling. 


| The SCENE changes to Lady Darling's 


HOUSE, 


Enter Wildair <vith Letters; Serwants following. 


Wild. H ne fly all around, and bear theſe as 

directed; you to Weſtminſter, you to 
St. Fames's and you into the City 
Friends a Bridegroom's Joy invites their Preſence : Look 
all of ye like Bridegrooms alſo : All appear with hoſ- 


Tell 'em I'm married. If any aſk to whom, make no 
Reply; but tell 'em that I'm married, that Joy ſhall 
crown the Day, and Love the Night. Be gone, 
fly. | 


Enter Standard. 


A Thouſand Welcomes, Friend: My Pleaſure's now 
compleat, ſince I can ſhare it with my Friend: Briſk 
Joy ſhall bound from me to you: Then back again; 
and, like the Sun, grow warmer by Reflexion. 

Stand. You're always pleaſant, Sir Harry, but this 
tranſcends your ſelf; Whence proceeds it ? 

Wild. Canſt thou not gueſs ? My Friend Whence 


Hows all earthly Joy ? What is the Life of Man, _ 
| Sou 


Tell all my 
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Soul of Pleaſure ? What fires the Heart 


Woman 


with Tranſport, and the Soul with Raptures ? Lowely 


omann. 


What is the Maſter-ſtroke and Smile of the 
Creation, but Charming wirtuous Woman ? When 
Nature in the general Compoſition firſt brought Woman 
forth, like a fluſh'd Poet, raviſh'd with his Fancy, with 
Extaſy : The bleſt, the fair Production Methinks, 
my Friend, you reliſh not my Joy. What is the Cauſe? 
Stand. Canſt thou not guels ? - What is the Bane 
of Man, and Scourge of Life, but Woman? What 


is the Heatheniſh Idol Man ſets up, and is damn'd for: 
worſhipping ? Treacherous Woman: 


What are thoſe 
whoſe Eyes, like Baſiliſks, ſhine beautiful for ſure 


Deſtruction, whoſe Smiles are dangerous as the Grin 
of Fiends > But falſe deluding Woman Woman, 
whoſe Compoſition inverts Humanity; their Bodies are 
heavenly, but their Souls are Clay. 

Wild. Come, come, Colonel, this is too much : I 


know your Wrongs receiv'd from Lyurewell, may ex- 


cuſe your Reſentment againſt her: But 'tis unpar- 


donable to charge the Failings of a fingle Woman 
upon the whole Sex. 
Virtues 


Stand. So have I, Sir Harry; T have found one whoſe 
Pride's above yielding to a Prince: And if Lying, Diſ- 
ſembling, Perjury and Falſhood, be no Breaches in Wo- 
man's Honour, ſhe's as innocent as Infancy. 

Wild. Well, Colonel, I find your Opinion grows 
ſtronger by Oppoſition, I ſhall now therefore wave the 
Argument, and only beg you for this Day, to make a 


Shew of Complaiſance at leak Here comes my 
charming Bride. | 


Enter Darling and Angelica. 


Stand. Saluting Angelica. I wiſh you, Madam, all 
the Joys of Love and Fortune. 


Enter 


I have found one whoſe. 


1 


| 
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Enter Clincher, junior. 


Clin. Gentlemen and Ladies, I'm juſt upon the Spur, 
and have only a Minute to take my Leave. 

Wild. Whither are you bound, Sir? 

Clin. Bound, Sir! I'm going to the Fubilee, Sir. 

Darl. Bleſs me, Couſin! How came ye by theſe. 


Cloaths? 


Clin. Cloaths! Ha, ha, bu the rareſt Jeſt! Ha, ha, 
ha; I ſhall burſt, by Jupiter Ammon, I ſhall burſt. | 

Darl. What's the Matter, Coulin ? 

Clin. The Matter; Ha, ha, ha: Why, an honeſt 
Porter, ha, ha, ha, has knock'd out my Brother's 
Brains, ha, ha, ha. 

Mild. A very good Jeſt, i'faith, ha, ha, ha. 

Clin. Ay, Sir, but the beſt Jelt of all is, he knock'd 
.out his Brains with a Hammer, and ſo is as dead as a 
Door-nail, ha, ha, ha. 

Darl. And do you laugh, Wretch ? 

Chin. Laugh! ha, ha, ha. Let me ſee Cer a younger 
Brother in England that won't laugh at ſuch a Jeſt. 

Angel. You appear'd a very ſober, pious Gentleman 
ſome Hours ago. 

Clin. P'ſhaw, I was a Fool then: But now, Madam, 
I'm a Wit: I can rake now. —— As for your Part, 
Madam, you might have had me once: but now, 
Madam, if you ſhou'd by chance fall to eating Chalk, 
or knawing the Sheets, tis none of my Fault. 

Now, Madam- J have got an Eſtate, I muſt go to 


the Jubilee. 


Enter Clincher Senior, in a Blanket. | 
Clin. ſen. Muſt you ſo, Rogue, muſt you? 
will go to the Jubilee, will you ? 
Clin. jun. A Ghoſt, a Ghoſt 
and Chapter preſently. 


You 


Send for the Dean 


Clin. 
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Clin. ſen. A Ghoſt! no, no, Sirrah, I'm an elder 


Brother; Rogue. | Da 
Clin. jun. I don't care a Farthing for that; I'm ſure I; 

you're Dead in Law. | . 
Clin. ſen. Why 1o, Sirrah, why "A | ? 
Clin. jun. Becauſe, Sir, I can get a Fellow to ſwear 

he knock'd out your Brains. a 
Wild. An odd way of ſwearing a Man out of his fe 

Life. 2 
Clin. jun. Smell him, Gentlemen, he has a deadly | 2 

Scent about him. ; = 


Clin. ſen. Truly the Apprehenſions of Death may 7 
have made me ſavour a little O Lord ———The 


Colonel! the Apprehenſion of him may make me favour aw 
worſe, I'm afraid. es 
Clin. jun. In ſhort, Sir, were you Ghoſt, or Brother, 1 
or Devil, I will go to the Jabilee, by Fubiter An- b you 
mou. SN | e 
Stand. Go to the Jubilee] go to the Bear- Garden me 
The Travel of ſuch Fools as you, doubly iajures our 1 
Country; you expeſe our native Follies, which ridi- We 
cules us amongſt Strangers, and return fraught only you 
with their Vices, which you vend here for faſhionable tres 
Gallantry ; a travelling Fool is as dangerous as a home. 
red Villain Get ye to your native Plough and / tai 
Cart, converſe with Animals like your ſelves, Sheep and 
Oxen ; Men are Creatures you don't underſtand. NM. 
Wild. Let 'em alone, Colonel, their Folly will be now to 
diverting. Come, Gentlemen, we'll diſpute this Point m 
ſome other Time; I hear ſome Fiddles tuning; let's hear 1 
how they can entertain us: Be pleas'd to fit. ds 5 
Here Singing and Dancing. After which a Servant J 
Whiſpers Wildair. | « 

31d. Madam, Shall I beg you to entertain ths Ca. | 


e 
* 
© 


pany 1n the next Room for a Moment ? [7a Darling. 
3 Dar. 


n 
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Darl. With all my Heart 


Come, Gentlemen. 

| [ Ex. Omnes but Wild. 
| Wild. A Lady to enquire for me? Who can this 
be? 

Enter Lurewell. 


| O, Madam, this Favour is beyond my Expectation, to 
come uninvited to dance at my Wedding — What 
dye gaze at, Madam? 

TCTure. A Monſter if thou art marry'd, thou'rt 
the moſt perjur'd Wretch that e'er avouch'd Deceit. 
Mild. Hey day; Why, Madam, I'm ſure I never 
| ſwore to marry you; I made indeed a ſlight Promiſe, 
upon Condition of your granting me a {mall Favour, 
but you wou'd not conſent, you know. 

Lure. How he upbraids me with my Shame Can 
vou deny your binding Vows when this appears a Wit- 
/ neſs gainſt your Falſhood. [Shews 4 Ring.] Methinks 
the Motto of this Sacred Pledge ſhou'd flaſh Confuſion 
in your guilty Face Read, read here the binding 
Words of Lowe and Honour; Words not unknown to 
your perfidious Eyes tho? utter Strangers to your 
treacherous Heart. 

Wild. The Woman's ſtark ſtaring mad, that's cer- 
tain. 

Lure. Was it maliciouſly deſigned to let me find my 
Miſery when paſt Redreſs ; to let me know you, only 
to know you falſe Had not curſed Chance ſhew'd 
me the ſurprizing Motto, I had been happy The 
firſt Knowledge I had of you was fatal to me, and this 
ſecond worſe. ' 

Vild. What the Devil's all this! Madam, I'm not at 
Leiſure for Raillery at preſent ; I have weighty Affairs 
upon my Hands; the Buſineſs of Pleaſure ; Madam, any 
other Time | 

Lure. Stay, I conjure you, ſtay. 


I Tila. 
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Wild. Faith, J can't, my Bride. expects me; but, 
harkee, when the Honey-Msoon is over, about a Month 
or two hence, I may do you a ſmall Favour. Exit. 

Lure. Grant me ſome wild Expreſſions, Heavens, or 
J ſhall burſt Woman” s Weakneſs, Man's Falſhood, 
my own Shame, and Love's Diſdain, at once {well u 
my Breaſt Words, Wards, or I ſhall burſt. Going. 


Euter Standard. 


Stand. Stay, Madam, you need not ſhun my. Sight; 
for if you are perfect Woinan, you have Confidence to 
out · ſace a Crime, and bear the Charge of Guilt without 
a Bluſh. 

Lure. The Charge of Guilt! What making a Fool 
of you! l've don't, and glory in the Act; the Height 
of Female Juſtice were to make you all hang or drown; 
diſſembling to the Prejudice of Men is Virtue; and every 
Look, or Sign, or Smile, or Tear, that can deceive, 1s 
meritorious. 

Stand. Very pretty Principles truly If there be 
Truth in Woman, 'tis now in thee Come, Madam, 
you know that you're diſcovered; and, being ſenſible, 
you can't eicape, you wou'd now turn to Bay. That 
Ring, Madam, proclaims you Guilty. 

Lure. O Nlonſter, Villain, 5 Villain! Has 
he told you ? 

Stund. I'll tell it you, and loudly too. 

Lure. O, name it not Yes, ſpeak it out, tis ſo 
juſt a Puniſhment ſor putting Faith in Man, that J will 
bear it all: and let credulous Maids that truſt their 
Honour to the Tongues of Men, thus hear their Shame 
proclaim'd Speak now, what his buſy Scandal, and 
your improving Malice both dare utter. 

Stand. Your Falſhood can't be reach'd by Malice, nor 
by Satyr; your Actions are the juſteſt Libel on your 
Fame Your Words, your Looks, your Tears, I 


tw 


| bi 


OT 


6 


| did believe in ſpight of common Pam. 


a TH 10 uh Jo's 1% e 5 9 
ay, gainſt 
| my own Ryes, I ſtill maintaitd your ge 1 imagin'd 
Mildair's boaſting of yottr * Favours, to be the Pure Re- 
ſulc of his own Vanity: At laſt he urged your taking 
Preſents of kim, 'as a econviticing Proof of Which, you 
Yeſterday, 8 him receiv d that Ring —=which 


ing, | Ring, that I might be fare He _— itz N. n him for 


5 
3 
bl 


5 , ox” Hil. _ 


| that Purpoſe. '' =» F 
Lure. Ha! you Tent him for ey purpose ? !! . : 


Stand. Yes, yes, Madun, J lent Him for Had phrpbſe 
know it well, ſor Thive woth | 


no denying it 
it long, and deſire you now, "Mais to ber it to 
the juſt Owner. | 

Lure. The juſt Owiies! *hink'sir think but of whe 
Importance tis to own it; if you have Lo dul Honbur 
in your Soul, tis chen môſt juftly yburs; if not You 
are a Robber, and have ſtol'n it baſely. 185 

Stau. Ha 
ſtruck a Light to fflebb me ſomething ſtrange⸗ 
tell me inſtantly, is not your real Name Manly? 

Lure. Anſwer me firſt, did not you receive rhis Ring 


But 


| about twelve Years ago! ? 


Stand. J did. 

Lure. And were not yon about that time entertain d 
two Nights at the Houſe of Sir Oliver Manly in Oxford- 
ſhire? . 

8 I was, I was. [runs to her, and embraces her 1 
The bleſt Remembrance fires my Soul with Tranſport 
I know the reſt you are the charming She, and 1 
the happy Man. 5 | 

Lure. How has blind Fortune ſtumbled on the right! 
But where have you wander'd fince ? "Twas cruel to 
torſake me. 

Stand. The Particulars of my Fortune were too tedi- 
ous now; but to diſcharge my ſelf from the Stain of 
Diſhonour, I muſt tell you, that immediately upon my 

| 1.2 Return 


your Words, like meeting Flints, te | 


.. 
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Return to the Univerſity, my elder Brother and J quar- 
relbd; my Father, to prevent farther Miſchief, poſts 
me away to travel; I writ to you from London, but fear 
the Letter came not to your Hands. : 

Lure. I never had the leaſt Account of you by Letter 
or otherwiſe. 

Stand, Three Years I liv abroad, and at my Return, 
found you were gone out of the Kingdom, tho' none 
cou'd tell me whither; miſſing you thus, I went to 
Flanders, ſerv'd my King 'till the Peace commenc'd; 
then fortunately going on Board at Amſterdam, one Ship 
tranſported us both to England. At the firit Sight I 
loved tho' ignorant of the hidden Cauſe——You may 
remember, Madam, that talking once of Marriage, I 
told you I was engaged; to your dear ſelf I meant. 

Lure. Then Men are ſtill moſt generous and. brave 


thouſand Pounds a Vear waits your Acceptance; and if 
J can ſatisfy you in my paſt Conduct, and the Reaſons 
that engaged me to deceive all Men, I ſhall expect the 
honourable Performance of your Promiſe, and that you 
wou'd ſtay with me in England. 

Stand. Stay! Not Fame, nor Glory, ere ſhall part us 


more. My Honour can be no where more concern'd 
than here. 


Enter Wildair, Angelica, both Clinchers. 


Oh, Sir Harry, Fortune has acted Miracles; the Story's 
ſtrange and tedious, but all amounts to this; that Wo⸗ 


man's Mind is charming as her Perſon, I am made a 
Convert too to Beauty. 


ſect. 
Enter Smuggler. 


Smug. So, Gentlemen and Ladies, is my Gracious 
Nephew Vixard among ye? 


Wild. 


And to reward your 'Truth, an Eſtate of three k 


Wild. I wanted only this to make my Pleaſure per- 


. 
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| beating me for that very Word. 
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Wild. Sir, he dares not ſhew his Face among ſuch 


ö honourable Company; for your gracious Nephew is 


- Smug. What, Sir? Have a care what you ſay. 
Wild. A Villain, Sir. 
Smug. With all my Heart II W you the 


And pray Sir Harry, 


when you ſee him next, tell him this News from me, 


that I have diſinherited him; that I will leave him as 
poor as a diſbanded Quarter-Maſter. 
| poſitive and {tiff Reſolution of Threeſcore and Ten; 


And this is mn 


Age that ſticks as obſtinately to its Purpoſe, as to — 
old Faſhion of its Cloak. 
Wild. You ſee, Madam, [ro Angel.] how Wii en 


ly Fortune has puniſhed his Offence to you. 


Angel. I can ſcarcely, Sir, reckon it an Offence, con- 


ſidering the happy Conſequence of it. 


Smug. O, Sir Harry, he's as hypoeritical- | 

Lure. As your ſelf, Mr. Alderman; How fares my 
good old Nurſe, pray Sir? 

Smug. O, Madam, I ſhall be even with you before I 
part with your Writings and Money, that I have.in my 
Hands. 

Stand. A Word with you, Mr. Alda. 
know this Pocket-Book ? 

Smug. O Lord, it contains an Account of my ſecret 
Practices in trading. [4/7de.] How came you by it, Sir? 

Stand. Sir Harry here dutted it out of your Pocket at 
this Lady's Houſe Yeſterday : It contains an Account of 


Do you 


ſome ſecret Practices in your merchandizing ; among the 


reſt, the Counterpart of an Agreement with a Correſpon. 
dent at Bourdeaux, about tranſporting French Wine in 
Spaniſh Caiks Firſt return this Lady all her Writ- 
ings, then I ſhall conſider whether I ſhall lay your Pro- 
ceedings before the Parliament or not, whoſe Juſtice will 
never ſuffer your Smuggling to go unpuniſhed. 

Smug. O my poor Ship and Cargo. 


Clin. 
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Clin. fen. Hearkee, Maſter, you had as good come 
along with me to the Fabilee now. 

Angel. Come, Mr. Alderman, ſor once let a Woman 
adviſe; Wou'd you be thought an honeſt Man, baniſh Co- 
vetouſneſs, that worft Gout of Age; Avarice is a 
poor pilſering Quality of the Soul, and will as certainly 
cheat, as a Thief wou'd fſteal——— Wou'd you be 
thought a Reformer of the Times, be leſs ſevere in your 
Cenfuares, leſs rigid in your Precepts, and more ſtrict in 
your Example. 

Wild. Right, Madam, Virtue flows freer from Imi. 
tation, than Compultion 3 of which, Colonel, Tour Con- 

verſion and mine are juſt Examples. | 


In vain are muſty Morals taught in Schools, 

By rigid Teachers, and as rigid Rules; 

Where Virtue, with a frowning Aſpect ſtands, 
And frights the Pupil from its rough Commands. 
But Woman 
Charming Woman, can trite Cheb make, 
Me love the Precepts for the Teacher's ſake. 
Virtue in them appears fo bright, fo gay, 

Ee hear with Tranſport, and with Pride obey. 


EPILOGUE. 
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= NY? Wall depart, each his refþeive Way, 
1 To ſpend an Evening's Chat upon the Play; 
! Some to Hippolito's ; one homeward goes, 
| And one, <with loving ſbc, retires to th' Roſe: 
De Amorous Pair to all things frank and frec, 
q Perhaps may ſave the Play, in Number Three. 
| The tearing Spark, if Phillis ought gainſays, 
1 Breaks th Drawers Head, kicks her, and murdcrs Bays. 
To Coffee fome retreat to ſave their Pockets, 
Others more generous damn the Play at Locket's. 
| But there, I hope, the Author's Fears are vain. | 
| Malice nere ſpoke in generous Champaign. | 
| That Poet merits an ignoble Death, | 
V0 fears to fall over a brave Monteth. 
| The Privilege of Wine aue only aſp, 
| You'll taſte again before you damm the Flaſk. 
Our Author fears not you 3 but. thaſe he may, 
Whe, in cold Bled, murder à Man in Tea. 
| Thoſe Men of Spleen, who fond the World ſpou' d know *t, 
Sit dorwn, and for their Tw: Pence damn a Poet. 
Their Criticiſin's good, that aut can ſay for t. 
They underſtand a Play too cell to pay for t. 
From Box to Stage, from Stage to Box they run, 
Firſt ſteal the Play, then damm it when they ve done. 
| But now to know <what Fate may us betide, 


Among our Friends in Cornhill aud Cheapſide. 
E. 1 | Buy 
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EPILOGUE. 


Bat thoſe I think have but one Rule for Plays ; 

They ll ſay they're good, if fo the World ſays. 

If it ſhou'd pleaſe them, and their Spouſes know it, 
They flraight enquire what kind of Man's the Poet. 
But from Side-Box wwe dread a fearful Doom, 


All the good natur d Beaux are gone to Rome. 


The Ladies Cenſure I'd almoſt forgot, 

Then for a Line or two engage their Vote. 

But that wway's old below our Author's Aim, 

No leſs than his whole Play is Compliment to them. 
For their Sakes then the Play can't miſ; ſucceeding, 
Tho' Criticks may cuant Wit, They have good Breeding. 
They won't, Pm ſure, forfeit the Ladies Graces, 

By fbewing their Ill-nature to their Faces. 

Our Buſineſs, with good Manners may be done, 
Flatter us here, and damn us when you're gone. 
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MEMOTITRS 
O F 
Mr. George Farquhar. 
© is obſerv'd, that the World 
is naturally apt to enquire Into 


the Life and Character of thoſe 
Men who have made them- 


ſelves famous tor any particular 
Art or Science: The Satisfaction we receive 
in the Peruſal of an ingenious Author excites 
in us this Curioſity, and is imperfect till we 
are ſatisfied therein. On this Conſideration, 
ſince few Comic Writers have met with a 
more favourable Reception among People 
| Ac 3 ot 
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vi Some MEMOIRS of 


of the moſt polite Taſte, than the Author 
of the following Works, I thought it ne- 
eeſſary to prefix theſe few Memoirs of his 
Ee: - 


Mr. George Farquhar was born in the North 
of Ireland, of Parents that held no mean 
Rank in the Country, who, having a nume- 
rous Iſſue, cou'd beſtow on him no Fortune, 
farther than a genteel Education, As they 
who are bleſs'd with a Poetical Genius always 
ſhew ſome Glimmerings of their Fancy in 
their Youth, ſo he, e'er he arriv'd at his 
Tenth Year, gave ſeveral Specimens of a 
peculiar Turn that way. One of his Juve- 
nile Productions I ſhall here mention, in 
which he diſcover'd a way of Thinking, as 
well as an Elegancy of Expreſſion, far be- 
yond his Years, 


* 


The pliant Soul of erring Nouth, 


J like ſoft Wax, or moiſten'd Clay, 
Apt to receive all Heavenly Truth ; 


Or yield to Tyrant Ill the Sway, 


Mr. GrORGEFARQGUHAR. Vil 


II. 


Slight Folly in your early Years, 
And Manhood may io Virtue riſe ; 


But he, who in his Youth appears 


Fool, in Age will n&er be wiſe. 


He was educated in the Univerſity of 
Dublin, where, by the Progeſs he made in 
his Studies, he acquir'd a conſiderable Repu- 
tation. He began very early to apply him- 
ſelf to the Stage, as an Actor, following the 
Examples of Lee and Otway, and with the 
like Succeſs; who, though excellent Dra- 
matick Poets, made but indifferent; Ac- 
tors: However, Mr. Farquhar having the 
Advantage of a very good Perſon, tho' with 
a weak Voice, was never repuls'd by the 
Audience in his Performances; fo reſolv'd to 
continue on the Stage till ſomething better 
ſhou'd offer; which Reſolution was ſoon 
thrown aſide by the following Accident. 
Performing the Part of Guyomar in the In- 
dian Emperor, who is ſuppos'd to kill T. 
guez one of the Span Generals, and for- 
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getting to exchange his Sword for a Foil, in 
the Engagement he wounded the Perſon who 
epreſented Ya/quez, tho? (as it happer*d } not 
dangerouſly, nevertheleſs it put an end to his 
appearing on the Stage as an Actor. Some 
time alter this, the Earl of Orrery, in regard 
to his particular Merit, gave him a Lieute- 
nancy in his Regiment then in Ireland: As a 


Soldier he behav'd very well, and gave ſeve- 


ral Proofs of his Courage and Conduct. 


He was very young when he wrote his firſt 
Co medy, the Succets of which far exceed- 
ed his Expectation, as indeed did moſt of his 


other Pieces. ?*Tis. remark'd of him, That 


he was peculiarly happy in the Choice of his 
Subjects, which he took Care to adorn with 
Variety of Characters and Incidents ; his Style 
is pure, and unaffected ; his Wit natural, and 
flowing, and his Plots generally well contri- 
ved, He laſh'd the Vices of the Age, tho? 
with a merciful Hand ; for his Muſe was 
good-natur'd, not abounding over-much with 
Gall, tho%he has been blam'd for it by the 
Criticks. It has been objected to him, that 
he was too haſty in his Productions, but J 

believe 
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Myr. GroR GE FARQUHAR ix 


in # believe by ſuch only who are chiefly Admirers | 
of (tiff and elaborate Performances, ſince with | 
a Perſon of a ſprightly Fancy thoſe things are I 
often beſt, which are ſtruck off in a Heat. 
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5 His laſt Comedy, the S ralagem, he be- 
gan and ended in ſix Weeks, with a ſettled 
Sickneſs upon him all the time; nay, he even 
perceiv*d the Approaches of Death,  &er. he 
had finiſh'd the ſecond Act, and (as he had 
often foretold) dy'd before the Run of this 
Play was over. His other Plays were dedi- 
- cated to Perſons of Diſtinction, and he de- 
ſign'd a Dedication of this laſt to my Lord 
Cadogan; but his. Lordſup,!-for Reaſons uu- 
known, evaded it, tho? he made him a hand- 
ſome Preſent, with Promiſes of his future 
Favour; which, probably, wou'd have been 
fulfill'd if our Author had ſurviv'd: Tho? 
he had but little Reaſon to rely on the Pro- 8 
miſes of Great Men; a certain Great Cour- h 
tier having prevail'd on him to ſell his Com- | 
miſion, with ſolemn Aſſurances of provid- 
ing for him better, which he forgot to Keep, 
Mr. #arquhbar in his Song of a Trifle, ſeems 
to paint at the Perſon in this Stanza, 
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But if you will go to the Place 
FL here Trifles abundantly breed, 
The Levee will ſhow you his Grace 


Makes Promiſes Trifles indeed. tal 
*Tis ſuppos'd, that thus failing in his Ex- 

pectations, together with an unfortunate d; 
Marriage, ſhorten'd his Days; for his Wife 7 
(by whom he had two Daughters only) b 
through the Reputation of a great Fortune, 1 
trick'd him into Matrimony, This was f 
chiefly the Fault of her Love, which was ſo 6 


violent for him, that ſhe reſolv'd to leave 
nothing untry'd to gain him. Tho? ſome 
Huſbands would have prove mere Huſbands 
in ſuch a caſe, Mr. Farquhar was ſo 
much charm'd with her Love, and Un- 
derſtanding, that he intirely forgave her, and 
liv'd very happily with her; therefore, when 
I ſay an unfortunate Marriage conduc'd, with 
other Circumſtances, to the ſhortening his 
Days, I only mean, that his Fortune being 
too ſlender to ſupport a Family, led him 
into a great many Cares and Inconvenien- 
cies; for I have often heard him ſay, Tha? 

it 


Mr. GEORGE FAR uHAR. xi 


it was more Pain to him in imagining that his 
Family might want a needful Support, than the 
' moſt violent Death that cou'd be inflifted on him. 
But his Wife being long ſince dead, his good 
Friend Mr, 7/ks has been highly inſtrumen- 
tal in ſetting his Children above Want. 


Mr. Farquhar, beſides theſe ſeven Come- 


dies, aſſiſted Mr. Motteux in a Farce call'd 
The Stage-Coach, He left no other Papers 
behind him; for, three Hours before his 
Death, he flung ſeveral Fragments into the 
Fire, declaring at the ſame time, that he had 
no Remains worth ſaving. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 


Micher, the old Uncle and Guardian to IJſabella. 
Nicodemus Somebody, a Country *Squire, 


Baſil, a Captain, in Love with J/abella. 
Fetch, Servant to Baſil. 


Maca bone, an Iriſhman, 
Tom, Felt, the Stage-Coachman, 
Landlord of the Houſe. 


WOMEN. 
Iſabella, Niece to Micher, in Love with Baſil. 


Deliy, Maid in the Houſe. 
Oitler, and other Gueſts in the Houſe, 


SCENE an Inn on the Road between. Cheſter 
and Lendon. 
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SCENE 
f Enter Fetch, with Clak-Bag and Piſtols, 


ER E, Houſe ! where are ye all? Now 
weave ſupt, I'll ſee if my Maſter's Bed 
be ready. m, John, Robin, where 
a Plague are ye? All deaf? No At- 
tendance in theſe Country Inns? This 
is worſe than the Roſe Tavern after 
Play „the Sun Tavern after Change, or the Devil Tavern 
after Church. 


— — — 


nter Dolly. 


Dol. Dye call, Sir, ; 

Fet. Call, Sir! What a Plague——Figh ! gad tis a 
pretty Girl. 
upon the Read here ? 


— — 


Hark you, Child, do you ſerve Travellers 
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14 The STAGE-COACH. 

Del. Yes, Sir. 

Feet. Kiſs me, then. 

Dol. That's the Chambermaid's Buſineſs—-D'ye want 
any thing elſe ? Pm in Haſte, 

Fet. What Room does my Maſter lye in? 

Del. The Caſtle. 

Fet. And what Room do I lye in? 

Dol. The Garret. 

Fet. Very well ; and what Room do you lye in ? 

Dol. Under you. 

Fet. Say no more. Tl but take a Dram to digeſt my 
Supper, lay theſe Things i in my Maſter's Chamber, then 
III talk with you in yours. 

Dol. Are your Piſtols charg'd ? 

Fet. Yes, yes, we always go charg a, Child : A Brace 
of Bullets, I aſſure you. [Exit Dolly. 


Enter Captain Baſil. 


Baſ. What a tedious, tireſome, dull, jolting Vehicle 
is a Stage-Coach? We that are in it, are more fatigyed 
than the Beaſts that draw it. This unlucky Hurt, 
Fetch, that I've got lately, has hinder'd. my riding 
Poſt, and thrown me into this confounded Company, 
a big-bellied Farmer's Daughter, an hi Wit, a 
Canting Quaker, a City Whore, and a Country 
Parſon. 

Fet. And a disbanded Captain, Sir; for want of 
a ſtroling Lawyer, or a Nurſe and a Child, to make 
up a cleaver Stage-Coach ſet. 

Baſ. Ay, the ſwelld Country Puſs plagu'd me with 
her ſcreaming and wry Faces, the profound Teague 
with his Nonſenſe, the Quaker with the Spirit, the 
Whore with the Fleſh, and the fat Parſon with 
both. 
Fet. 


n 


The STAGE-COACH. rs 


Fet. Truly, Sir, I pity'd you; for I do'nt think 
there was in the whole Company a Man of Parts, but 
you and I. 

Baſ. Muſt I be tormented two Days more with this 
Coach, before I get to London? | 

Fet. Too true, Sir. 

Baſ. How can you tell? 

Fet. Nobody better, Sir; my Father in Londan has an 
Employment about the Coaches. 

Baſ. What's his Employment? 

Fet. Sir, he's a very worthy Citizen, that attends 


at Blſom's Inn, in the Quality of a Ticket Porter. 


Baſ. I muſt get to London, ſooner, or I ſhall ruin my 
Afﬀairs.— Let me talk with the Coachman ; if it 
be poſſible, I'll make him ſtretch for me: Call him 
hither. [| Exit Fetch. ] Pſhaw ! here's that 77% 
Booby. : 


Enter Macahone. 


Mac. By my Shoul, tis a brave Houſe ! Sure the 
Shentleman of this Tavern muſt be ſome Perſon of 
very great Quality—Oh, my dear Maſter Captain, I am 
your moſt loving and much honour'd Friend. 

Baſ. Our Acquaintance, Sir, is a little too ſhort for 


ſo much Familiarity, 


Mac. Our Acquaintance too ſhort ! Dear Joy, it 


is threeſcore Miles long; and, by Shaint Patrick, I 


would be very joyful for beipg your efpecial Friend, 
becauſe I am afraid we ſhall never meet again. 

Baſ. May 1 crave your Name, Sir? 

Mac. My Name is Torlough Rauwer Macahone, of 
the Pariſh of Curoughabegely, in the County of Tiperary, 
Eſh{quire, where is my Manſon Houſe, for me and my 
Predeceſſors after me. 


Baſ. 
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16 The STAGE-COACH. 
Baſ. Very well; and pray, Sir, what Afairs carry 
you to London ? | 
Mac. No Affairs, my dear Joy ; ſor I have tranſ- 
ated my Buſineſs in London before I came there. 
Baſ. That's ſomewhat an odd Way of doing Buſi- 
nels. | 
Mac. By my Shoul, Sir, tis the quickeſt Way tho”. 
I was going to London to make my Fortune. 
Baſ. How, Sir? | 
Mac. Why, by the Law, Friend, or Phyſick, or a 
Merchant's Wife, or Back-gammon, or any of theſe 
Honourable Profeſſions ; 'tis all the ſame to Macahone, 


Faith. But I have made my Fortune already, by my 


Goſhip's Hand, 

Baſ. How pray, Sir ? 

Mac. Becauſe, my dear Joy, you are my intimate 
Friend and a Stranger, I will communicate that Se- 
cret into your Breaſt . The fine Lady in the Coach, 
Madam Stroavler, is a rich Merchant's Wife, in Vinegar- 
Tard, by Drury-Lane, in London, and ſhe is fallen in 
downright Affections with me, and treats me with 
mighty Civility, permitting 'me to o pay the Reckoning 
for her in every Place. 

Baſ. Jenny the Orange-Wench l has ſnapt this Booby ; 
and e'en let her make a Hand of him. Are you ſure 
ſhe's rich ? 

Mac. By my Shoul ſhe how'd me a Diamond as 
big as a Potatoe; and faith it look d almoſt as clear 
as Glaſs: And ſhe. keeps her flying Chariot too, ſhe 
told me © herſelf; and, by my Shoul, I am ſo cun- 
ning, that if another had -told me ſo, I had not be- 
lie vd him. 

Baſ. You're plaguy cunning, indeed, Sir. 

Mac. O chree, dear joy, we are all fo, upon my 
Shoul. Let an Liſman alone for making his Fortune, 
he 1s as cunning as no Man alive But, my 
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The STAGE-COACH. 17 
dear Joy, I with I were after going to Bed, to di- 
gelt my Supper.: Here are two Beds in your Chamber 3 
and pray, my dear Friend, tell me, do you intend to 
lye in 'em both? | 

Baſ. *' Tis probable, Sir, I ſhall uſe but one. 

Mac. Then, Sir, with your Leave and Permiſſion, I 
ſhall uſe the Yother ; but pray let me not incommode 
your Perſon, if you intend to lye in both the Beds. 

Baſ. Not at all, Sir Booby. [ Akae. 

Mac. Sir, I am your moſt obliging Servant | 

Baj. Coxcomb. Ade. 

Mac. I render you many Thanks. [Exit. 


Enten Jolt, and Fetch. 

Baſ. Honeſt Folt! how ist? What ſhall I give thee 
to drink ? 

Folt. Thank you, Maſter, what you pleaſe. Here's 
rare Nants 1n the Houſe 3 a Cogue, or ſo, wou'd do no 


Harm. 


Baſ. Here, Fetch, bring us Half a Pint. [Exit 
Fetch.] Well, Folt, canſt do a Man a Kindneſs upon 
Occaſion ? 

Folt. A Kindneſs! Ay, Maſter, 4 that be all, 
you 
know. 

Baſ. Are your Horſes good ? 

Folt. Good! Special Cattle, Maſter! A London 
Doctor wou'd have ſet up his Coach with em, if 
we had truſted to the Fall of the Leaf; and but 
t'other Day here, one of your Stockjobbers hir d em 
for an Election; ecod, they had almoſt got him the 
Place. | 
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Enter Fetch, with Brandy. 


Baſ. Here, Folt, pull it off. 

Folt, Your Health, Maſter 
my twelve Eggs and Pound of Bacon. = 

Baſ. Well, Felt, can I be at London by To-morrow I ut 
Folt. To-morrow Night! Ay, Maſter, if you can 
fly. [ Drinks. 1 Cr 

Baſ. See here, Fol. my Buſineſs is preſſing; a JT 4 

good Share of this Purſe is thine, if thou wilt haſten my © 
Journey. | 

Folt. If that be all, [Drinks] 'tis done 9 
we are to be in London the Day after To-morrow, by 1 
Ten o Clock at Night Now, Maſter, to oblige you, } 
Pl be there by Nine. | 1 

Baſ. Is the Fellow mad? I tell thee I muſt be there 
To-morrow. | 

Folt, Ay, fo you may if you can; 'tis a long Way, 
Maſter, the Roads are deep, and I won't ſpoil my 
Horſes—they are dearer to me, poor Beaſts, than my 
Wife and Children. | 

Fet. Silly Fool, thou haſt no more Senſe than thy 
Horſes ; why there's enough in that Purſe to bribe 
thy very Maſter, the Duke of Mantua, and two or 
three German Princes. 

Folt. Well, what there's in't, there's in t. [Peeps in 
the empty Pot, and throws it down,) What do you 
prate for? Theſe Beau Footmen are as Cock-a-Hoop 
of late, as if they had Places at Court. I'm an honeſt 

| Man. Bribes won't paſs in the Country now. 

Beſides, I muſt not baulk my Stages, the 

Innkeepers have brib'd me already. LExit. 
Baſ. Well, tho' it kills me 1 muſt ride Poſt, 


Rare Stuff, after 
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Fet. But pray, Sir, what makes you in ſuch Haſte ? 
Baſ. Why this Letter from my Miſtreſs. Reads. 


OY YE heard I've bft my dear Mother. My 
Uncle, to avhoſe Care I am left, not conſidering 
your Pretenſions, is reſolu'd to marry me to another; 
but what's worſe, the old Gentleman has got my Wri- 


tings, and I muſt ſeem to comply ewith his Defires. If” 


you would prevent my being made a moſt unfortunate 
Creature, fly to my Relief, my dear Baſil, with all 
the Speed, which your Love and my Diſtreſs require. 


IS ABE LLA. 


I'm afraid I ſhall come too late: Run to the Poſt- 


Houſe, get us Horſes, and we'll mount this Moment. 
But whom have we here ? 


Fet. Some of the Company that came in the London 


Coach, that ſupp'd on t'other Side of the Houſe. 


Enter *Squire Somebody, with a Band. box, a Mas, and 
Fan, and other Luggage. 


Sgui. Come, Mrs. Iſbel, P've got your Things 
Bleſs us! What a Parcel of Luggage theſe Women 
carry about 'em And the poor Lover here 
muft be ſubject to the Slavery of Bundles and Band- 
boxes Mrs. Iſbel, why don't you come away, 
I'm as tir'd as a Scotch Pedlar under his Pack. 


Enter Iſabella. 


T/ab. Ha! [Sees the Captain, and ftarts. 
'$qui. Ha ! What's the Matter, my dear Wife, that 
is to be? 


Jab. 
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20 The 'STAGE-COACH, | » 
Jab. JI miſs my Watch; I fear I've left it in the Sir, 
Room where we ſup'd; pray go and ſee. Hh 8 
Sui. Ay, by all Means Here, look toll 
your Things, there are Strangers about. [Exit 
Be: ue. What do 1 ſee ! Look, Fetch, is not that 
Labella + 
1/ab. 1 dear Bai! . Meet and embrace. © ald 
Baj. My: Value! What Miracle has brought you | * th 
hither ? 


| 


4 


| 
Jab. You Eres my Letter ? ba but 
Baſ. Here it is, and it has brought me ſo far in my = 
Journey to you. Ple 
Jab. My Uncle, who knows you only by Name, 
| to 


dreading your Return to London, has thought fit to 
harry me down to the Country-Houſe of that Block- 
head that I ſent juſt now of a Fool's Errand, under oj © 
Pretence of loſing my Watch. My Uncle is at the 4 * 
Bar, haggling with the Landlady, and is to come 4 
up preſently into the Room where we lye: Now AF © 
if you can find a Way to reſcue me from the old 1x 
' Knave, and the young Fool But here he 
comes : He's the Som of Sir Aminadab A in 
Lancaſbire. 


Enter Squire Somebody. 


Sgui. Gone, gone! No Watch to be found! Ecod, 
Gentlewoman, ſee what your Uncle will ſay to you 
You'll make a rare Wife, faith, if you loſe your 
Things ſo aforehand. — — 1 won't lend you 
mine. _ | 

Jab. You need not, Sir, for the Watch is found 
again; I had only put it in a wrong Pocket. 
Sur. Then that's Thirty Pounds in my Pocket. 


Baſ/. 


The. S TAGE-COAC H. 21 
* Ba/. Sure I ſhoud know that Voice, and Face too. 
in the sir, are not you related to the Family of the dome. 
> wa S? | 
I to *Squi: Ves, Sir, my Father is Sir Aminadab Somebody, 
7 Bart. and I am his Eldeſt Son oy the firſt 2 5 
t that Nicodemus Somebody, Eſq; 
Baſ. Sir, J am proud to embrace the; Son off my 
Face, old Friend Sir Aminadab. n Sir, what Lady 
„%% is that with u? 


but a Parſon, a Wedding Dinner, a Pair of clean 
my Sheets, and a Sack Poſlct, to ſend us the Way of all 


d 0 
ls — 


1 Fleſh. 
ne, Baſ. Then, Sir, upon your Account, I'll preſume 
to to pay my Reſpects to the Lady. [Salutes her. 
kk. BW + 1 Sn your're a very reſpectful Perſon truly. 


ler Well, how. d'ye: like her? Won't ſhe make 
he J a rare Tit for Sorebidy, ? She's a little in the Dumps 
1e at preſent, but we ſhall dump her out of that. 
Ba, What! out of Humour, and ſo near her Mar- 
d © riage. 

e JT - *Squi. Ay, there was a certain Captain that lov'd 


her, and ſhe: lov'd that certain Captain: Naw, I 


can't tell how the Devil this Fellow whindled - him- 


ſelf into the Mother's Favour, and got her Con» 
fent; but as good Luck would have it, the old 
Woman was pleasd to go. where all old Women 
ſhou'd go, and ſo Nuncle Micher, being a very honeſt 
lan, and mighty fit for a Guardian, but having 
a deadly Averſion to a Red Coat, ſtruck up a Bar- 
gain with Father for me, and we're going down 
to our Houſe to take Poſſeſſion of the Premiſes: So 
this ſame Scoundrel of an Officer is like to be dis- 
banded, and ſhe, forſooth, is vexd becauſe ſhe can't 
ſerve under him. Ha, ha, ha, poor Dog, he's broke 
en all Sides. 


Baſ. 


Sgui. Tis my Miſtreſs, at your Service : We want 
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Baſ. Ha, ha, filly Fellow! he'll hang himſelf, 80 
that's certain. What ſhou'd Soldiers do elſe in Time Did 
of Peace ? . W tain 

"Squi, Ay, my dear Friend, I ſhouw'd be glad if 


| they were all hang'd ; but for the Sake of the French. I th: 
Af perhaps you may know this ſame Captain ; tis the 


one Baſil, a poor inſignificant Ringleader of fifty Rogues. are 
__— Ha, ha. . 1 
_— Baſ. Bafil; I know him, bloody Rogues he led, BEE. 
E indeed. > 
1 *Squi. And he the ſaddeſt Rogue ef em all: J aſle 
_ Ha, ha, | = Ba 
= Baſ. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha. —_ 
- Hab. If you thought this Captain over-heard you, NI 


1 you durſt not talk at that Rate. : 
gui. Durſt, not ſay you? Odzookers, I fear neither 1 
. Man, Woman, or Child. I wou'd tell him ſo to his 


Face when my Friend ſtands by me here. . 
= Baſ. Softly, Madam, my Friend Nicodemus is a Per- 

_ ſon who you ought to OY Time you'll have } 2 
3 no Cauſe to complain. 10 
A Sgui. Ah, dear Sir, you do me more Honour than 

3 I deferve. But don't you think now that I am much more 
— for her Turn than this ſame Raggamuffin: 
—— - Baſ. There's no Compariſon," Sir; and I think no 
— VE can tell better than I; So I can aſſure the Lady 
5 this is like to be the laſt Trouble you ſhall give her: } 
1 5 Sgui. Well ſaid, faith. Ecod, I've got a good Friend 
5 and I did not think on't. : 
1 Jab. Ay, but if Baſil were here, he wou'd be too 
— hard for you and your Friend both. 
66 Baſ. Why, what wou'd you do, if Baji were 
2 here ? | 
_ Jab. I wou'd run away with him to the next Parſon, 
and leave Nicodemus here in the Lurch. 
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Sgui. Nicodemus thanks you with all his Heart 
Did not I tell you now how ſhe was bewitch'd by this Cap- 
tain? The Devil's in theſe Captains, I believe. Ecod 
Ivea Mind to be a Captain too———Odzookers, now 
I think on't, my dear Friend, Im' a Captain already of 
the Militia ; and do you think that we that pay them, 
are not better Men than they ? | 

Baſ. Ay, to be ſure 

Jab. Well, but we cou'd do it, Sir, ans you never 


the wiſer; for while my Uncle and you were faſt 


aſleep, I cou'd ſteal out of my Chamber, fly into 
Baſfil's Arms, and he ſhou'd have a Coach ready to 
hurry me to London, before you were awake the next 
Morning. 

Sgui. Odzooks, ſhe's a cunning jade; for all that 
I ſhall have a rare Wife of her. 

Baſ. Well, well, Madam, I underſtand you, we 
mall take Care of that Matter. 

Sgui. Ay, ay, fo we will; my dear Friend, here, 
and I, ſhall watch your Waters, Pll warrant you 
Oh, here's Uncle Micher. 


Enter Micher, with a Bill. 


Mich. Hah ! the Cut-throat Dogs: There's a Bill 
for you! That fat Jade at the Bar will ſcore her- 
ſelf to the Devil, before any Sollicitor, Taylor, Phy- 
fick or Tipple Poiſoner in Europe. [Gives the "Squire 
the Bill. ; 

Sgui. [Reads) For Bread and Beer, Fight Shil- 
lings and 'Ten Pence. Here's as much Bread and Drink 
as wou'd ſerve all the French in Spittle-fields for @ 
Week. For a Calf's-Head and Bacon, Ten Shillings. 
For a boild Pig and Colly-Flowers, that I beſpoke, 
Nine Shillings. For a Red Herring, that was yours, 

Uncle, 
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Uncle, One Shilling. For a Bottle of Hartſhorn, Ba- 
was your Supper, Miſtreſs, Seven Pence. Hey dey ! 
hats here? Mull'd Sack, Dumplings, Cheeſe, Oran- 
ges, Toaſt and Butter, Fruit, Sallad, Wine, Cards, 
Brandy, Tarts, and Tobacco, in all, Two Pounds, 
Thirteen Shillings and Three Pence Three Farthings, 
beſides Fire The Devil fire the Houſe. 

Mich. Well, how ſhall we club this Matter? There's 
the old Woman that has the King's-Evil, and the 
t'other that ſtops the Coach every Minute to go be- 
hind a Buſh, they won't pay as much as we. 

*$quz. Ecod, but they ſhall ; and for you, Miſtreſs, 
you ſhall pay but a Crown, becauſe you eat nothing, 
and that you mayn't think that you're hardly dealt 


by, I'll ling you the Song that makes it Stage-Coach 
Law. 


The STAGE-COACH SONG. 


"Let's fing of Stage- Coaches, | ; f 
And fear no Reproaches, 
For riding in one; 
But daily be jogging, 
While «whiſtling and flogging, 
While evhi/iling and flogging, 


The . Coachman drives on. 


With a Hey, geeup, gucep, bey hs ; 
With a Hey gee Dobbin, Hey ba; 
Hey, geeup, geeup, geen, | hey bs, 


With @ hey gee Dobbin, hey ho. 


8 
i 
10 
7 1 
41 
N. 

ä 

4 


e 
wee 8 7 25 2 
Renner 


$0 
I; 
3 
> 
FE Met] 
ts 
% 
_ * 
E120 
nt - 
8 
7 4 
«SSH 
SCE. 
þ 19S 
2 
* 4 
> 
— 
8 
i | 
q 
. NH 
2 -- :5 
1 
"IRE 
55 
2. 


The STAGE-COACH. 25 


In Coaches thus ftrowling, 
Who wou'd not be rowling, 
With Nymphs on each Side; 
Still prattling and playing, 
Our Knees interlaying, 
We merrily ride. 


With a Hey, &c. 


Here chance kindly mixes, 
Al Sorts and all Sexes, 

More Females than Men; 
We ſqueeze them, wwe eaſe them, 
The Folting daes pleaſe them 3 

Drive jollily then. 


Mith a Hey, &c. 


The harder you're driving, 

The more tis reviving ; 
Nor fear we i fall; 

For if the Coach tumble, 


We have a rare Fumble; 
We have à rare Fumble; 
And then up Tails all. 


With.a Hey, geup, geup, hey ho; 
With a Hey gee Dobbin, hey 503 
Hey, geeup, geeup, geeup, hey ho, 
With a bey gee Dobbin, Hey he. 


Mich. Well, now let's go to Bed, that we may 
be the ſooner out af this confounded Inn next Morning. 
B Sęui. 
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26 The STAGE-COACH. 
Sui. Well, dear Sir, the beſt Friends muſt part, 
tho' it be Man and Wife; but if you can ſtep home 
with me, *tis but hard by, about Fourſcore and Ten 
Miles off, and ſtay there a Week, Fil make you fo 
drunk, you ſhan't find the Way back again in a 
Month. 
2 1 Sir, you muſt excuſe me, I am otherwiſe en- 
ag'd. 
; . Good Night, then. LE xit, 
Jab. Good Night, Sir. [Eæeunt Micher, Iſabella. 
Baſ. Your Servant, Madam. I hope you'll be in 
a better Humour 'To-morrow. Ha! Fetch, here's 
Fortune for you.——Now, my dear Lad, run, and at 
any Rate get us ſome Calaſh, Chariot, Coach, any 
thing, to hurry us to Tonaun; fly. In the mean 
time, Þll run to my Chamber, and get every thing rea- 


dy. [Exeunt Severally 
Enter Jolt. 


Huſh ! Mum's the Word ; there's a plaguy Candle ſtands 
in my Way; out, Informer, VI ſpoil your peeping. 
The Houſe is full, and Bed's are ſcarce, therefore I can't 
lye in my own; So, good Wife at home, by your 
Leave, we Travellers are forc'd ſometimes to lye two 
in a Bed. 'Tis main dark, rare driving now in a deep 
Road, and a rough Way —— Odſnigs, now it Dolly 
ſnou'd be skittiſn, and won't let me; I'll knock at her 
Chamber Door, however, and if the Door will open, 
well ſaid Door, I'll enter, and if Dolly will do like the 
reſt of her Crew, well ſaid Dolly. Pox on't, here's a Light, 


'tis not yet. right Catterwawling Time, ſo T1! ſheer off 
till anon, | - [Exit, 


E Her 


ca 


7 
*J this very Inn a Calaſh, with four good Horſes, that 
ſhou'd have gone empty to London To-morrow Morn- 
4 ing; Pve agreed with the Coachman to go with you 
immediately, he'll be ready at a Whiſtle. 

Ba. That was luckly, and I've got my Things; here 
I wiſh ſhe 


I they ſhall lye till J/abella comes out 
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Exter Baſil with things, Fetch with a Candle. 


Baſ. Well, Fetch | 
Fet. Tve done your Buſineſs, Sir I've found in 


: were here. 


Fet. Sir, Sir, I think I hear a Noiſe. 


Baſ. Put out the Candle then, and let us ſtep into that | 


Corner, for here we muſt wait for her 


Euter Jolt. 


Jolt. Now the Coaſt is clear have had a ſtrange 


j Hankering aſter this ſame Doll, this great while, and 
7 for her Sake I ſet up here at the Angel; now if ſhe 


f won't be civil, dye fee, I'll carry my Gueſts to the 
I Saracer's-Head, where I ſhall have the Oftler to take 


Care of my Horſes, and. the Maid to take Care of me 


| —— Now for her Door. 


Fet. Ods my Life, . Sir; we 've forgot one mig 3 the 


g Gate is lock d up by this Time, how ſhall we get out? 


Baſ. What ſhall we do? 
Felt. Huſh ! I hear ſomething ; ſhou'd this be ſome 


y Rogue now creeping in to I'll put a Spoke in his 
7 Wheel. 


Fer. Stay, Tve thought on't ; the Maid's a good 


; tractable Wench, ſhe'll do whatever we'll have her. 


Folt, Will ſhe, faith, you Dog ? Surah, PII take 
care of that. 


B 2 Fet. 


2 / 


[Jolt frikes him.] Her Door is on this Side, I'm ſure. 
[Jolt frikes him again.] Ha! what's that? Another 
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Fet. I'll knock at the Door; for a Fiece of Money, 
Tl warrant you ſhe'll do the Job. 

Folt. Perhaps I may do your Job firſt, m catter- 
wawling Son of a Whore. 

Fet. Tis well if I ſcape a good Dab on the Noſe f 
here Confound that Poſt, tis deadly hard 


Poſt ? ware Noſe the third time. Oh, ſure here's K 


the Door, I'Il knock. LSrriꝶes Jolt in the Tetth. ] Pol, l | 


Dolly, Plague on't, ſhe's aſleep ; ſure I'm right; Where's Þ 
the Key-hole? Oh! I've found it. [Puts his Finger in 
Jolt's Mouth, who bites it.] Oh, the Devil! the Devil! | 9 
Help, Sir, Help, I've got my Finger in a Nas up. > 
Baſ. Where art thou ? : 
Folt. Gee, gee, ho, gee. Chips him. 
Fet. Murder ! Murder ! Help ! og 
Baſ. Hold, you Dog, or I'll kill you. 
Folt. Gee, gee, ho, gee ho. l 
Fet. Murder, Murder, Help! the Devil lays me 
on. 


Enter Oflir, with a Light. 


Of. What's the Matter? What's the Matter? 

Folt, Come on, gee, gee, ho. 

Ot. What a Duce do you mean, Maſter Fo/: ? : 

Folt. [Yawns] What's the Matter? What's all thi: f 
Buſtle for? | | 

Oft. What, are you drunk or dreaming? 

Folt. What would you have? Where am I? Oh! 
Oh! is it you, Phil. the Oſtler? Odſnigs, I thought 
I had been in Bed; I dream'd that my Coach ſtuck 
in Heckly the Hole, and I was licking my Horſes till I 1 
made them {moke again I beg your Pardon, Gen- 
tlemen, for taking you for my Beaſts, 


Enter 
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Enter Dolly. 


Doll. What's the Matter here; are not you aſham'd to 
diſturb People at this Time of Night? 

Fet. You're come in good Time, Child, to fave that 
Rogue a beating, for now we've other Buſineſs; a Word 
With you. 

Baſ. Get thee gone, Sirrah, or I'll cut your Ears 
off, you Dog; and you here with your Light, go off, 
and leave us to our Buſineſs. [ Exit Oftler, 

Folt. Odzookers, now they're driving the . ; 
Ecod [1] over-turn the Coach 'To-morrow in a Slough, 
to cool that Dog of a Captain's Courage in a Puddle. 

Fet. The Town's our own, Sir; I've given the 
Wench a Guinea, ſhe conſents, and I've got the 
Key. | 

Folt, The Key! A Plague on her Lock ; now 
has the Minx granted at once, what ſhe has deny'd 

me this Twelvemonths; but that Guinea is the Devil 
at a Key-hole : I warrant *twou'd open a thouſand Spring 
Locks in Codent- Garden III watch, and ſee what 
all this will come to. 


Euler Iſabella, with a Trunk, 


{/ab. He ſhou'd be here ! 
Baſ. My Dear 
Jolt. My dear! Ah the damn'd ids She's come 


Captain ! 


out to him now. 


* 


Enter Micher, groping. 


Mich. Does ſhe walk in her sleep? Where can ſhe 


20 at this Time of Night? III watch her. 
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Jab. Captain, where are you? = 
Baſ. Here, here. 2 her 
Mich. Captain]! Sure ſhe can't have her Captain wh 
here. | = 
Jolt. Odſnigs, they're going tot; but I'll ſpoil their BL WR 


Sport. 2 5 
Jab. Come, I'm got out at laſt, and what's _ ve 
got the Writings. 9 


Mich. Ah, you young Baggage, have I caught you; 

Lights here ; Lights. | 
Tab. Hiſt! I hear my Uncle's Voice, let's loſe no 

Time. fa 


Baſ. Let's away, my Dear Fetch, take up the q 

Things. [Exennt. | 
Mich. Lights here, Lights. m. 
[Fetch ales up the Things, and drops the Key, Exit. | YO 
Enter Oſtler with a Light, | m 


%. What's the Matter here, again ? 
Mich. Ha! what a Devil, who are you? 
Felt. And who are you, an' that be all? 
Mich. Where's my Niece, ah, you Pimp? you're in 
the Plot too ; where's that damn'd Rogue the Captain ? 
Folt. Your Niece ! the Captain has other Wark in C 


hand; but this is a rare time to quit Scores with him, I t! 
If you want the Captain, you'll find him in that Room 1 o 


with his Whore. 
Mich. His Whore! the Dog make my Niece his 
Whore ! Get a Conſtable, a Conftable. | 


Euter "Squire, JAWNing. 


'Sgui. Here, what the Devil's the matter? Can't you 
let a body ſleep among ye? 11 


Mich. 


Mich. Ah, Nicodemus, we re all undone; the Captain 


here has got away your Miſtreſs into that Roam ; and 


what they are doing, Heaven knows. 

"Sgui, Ha ! I hear ſome Noiſe ; I hear ſome Noiſe 
within, why don't you break the Door, Uncle? 

Mich. Why don't you? 

Sui. She's your Niece. 

Mich. She's your Wife that is to be. 

'Squi. I can't tell that now, 

Mich. Then let's have a Conſtable. 

Folt. ll run and call up my Landlord ; he's a Con- 
ſtable. | [Exit. 

(Several People appear in Night-Caps in both Balconies. 

1. A Plague take you all, are you all aſleep, that ye 
make ſuch a Noiſe. What a De'il's the matter wid 
you. 


Sgui. Nothing, nothing, no Harm, only a Gentle- 


man who's making me a Cuckold before my time. 
Enter Landlord, Jolt with a Leaver. 


Land. Here, where are theſe People ? 

Sgui. Here, Sir, in that Room. 

Land. Come out here: I charge ye come out: 'm an 
Officer, won't you come out in the King's Name? why 
then ſtay where you are, in the Devil's Name: Break 
open the Door. [Jolt breaks open the Door. 

Land. Why don't you go in? 

Folt. Why don't you go in, you're an Officer? 

Land. 'Then I command you to go in before me : 

Fole. Let the Squire go in, 'tis his Buſineſs. 

Sui. Let my Uncle go in, tis more his Buſineſs than 
mine. 

Mich. Come, we'll all go in, tho' he be a Captain, 
he's but one. [Exeunt. 


Euter 
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Enter Dolly at another Door. 


Doll. What can they be ſearching for in my Cham- 
ber ? 


Re-enter all. 


'$qui. The devil a Thing is there, but an old Pair of 
Boddice, a broken-back'd Chair, a Quire of Ballads, a 
flock Bed, and a green Chamber-Pot : Why, Gentle- 
men, the People that you want, are gone; they took 
the Key from me, and went out. 


_ *Squz. Gone ! oh ye Skies ! Sic craft t Gloria Mundi 
Mich. Here, here, let's follow *em. 

Sui. Ay, ay, Horſes, Coaches, Spurs, Whips, Spat- 
terdaſhes, Gambadoes, Boots, and Saſhoons, away. 

Land. Hold, hold, Gentlemen, what's here ? the Key 
of the great Gate, they muſt be in the Houſe ſtill, if 
the Maid did not let 'em out. 

Dell. Not I, upon my Word, Sir. 

Land. Then they muſt have —_— the Key, and are 
in the Houſe ſtill. 

"Squi. Huzza ! have at em then; Halberts, Quarter. 
Staffs, Muskets, Pikes, and Pocket-Piſtols. 

Mich. Find em out, find em out, then. [Ex. Land. Jolt. 
Why don't you go help em, Nephew ? 

Su. Uncle, I ſtay to keep you Company. 


Enter Baſil in a Night-Gown. 


Baſ. What's the Meaning of all this Noiſe ? A Man 
can't ſleep for ye. 


Szui. Ah, my dear Friend, ſtand by me now. aer ho 
ou'd 
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ſhou'd be here, but that damn'd Rogue of a Captain 
that we talk'd of, and has run away with my Miſtreſs. 


Baſ. The Devil he did; and how will you uſe him 
when he's found. 

'Squr, Uſe him! I'll pump him, I'll fouls Ki, flea 
him, carbonade him, and eat him alive. 

Baſ. But, hark ye, Sir, don't make ſuch a Noiſe, 
you'll diſturb my Wife. 

Sgui. What, Sir, are you marry'd ? 

Baſ. Marry'd and bedded ſince I ſaw. you. 

Sui. To whom? 


pe 1 
Enter Iſabella, Landlord, Jolt, and Servants. 


Baſ. To this Lady, Sir. 

Squi. Uncle ! 

Mich. Nephew ! 

'$qui. Speak you, 'tis more your Buſineſs than mine. 
Mich. Marry'd ; it can't be: How cou'd you be mar- 


ry'd ſo ſuddenly? 
Baſ. Very luckily, Sir; we loved to have it done 


more decently, but my Blockhead drop'd the Key, and 
being ſtop'd that Way, we ſaw a Light in the Miniſter's 
Chamber that travel'd with me; we went up, found him 
ſmoaking his Pipe, he firſt gave us his Bleſſing, then lent 
us his Bed. 

Sul. He was a very civil Gentleman. 

Mich. Sir ; this won't paſs upon me, what Evidence 
have you for this ? 


Enter Macahone. 


Mac. By my Shoul, he needs no Evidence, for I am 
one. I was call'd to be a Witneſs ; his Man did waken 
me before I was aſleep ; and if you will believe nobody, 
you may go up, and ask the Miniſter. 


Bal. 
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Baſ. And in Return, my dear Countryman, I'Il take 


care to do you Service in relation to your pretended Mer- 


chant's Wife. | 

Mich. Then ſince it is ſo, much Good may't do you 
with your No-fortune, her Mother did not leave her a 
Groat. 

Sgui. I am glad on't, with all my Heart. 

Tab. Sir, it will appear otherwiſe by my Writings. 

Mich. Writings ; what Writings? I've no Writings of 
yours. | 

Baſ. No more you han't, Sir; for here they are. 

Mich. Confufion ! then I know what Te loſt. 

"Squi. And fo do I too. I've loſt my Labour, I've loſt 
my Friend, I've loſt my Nuncle, and I've loſt my Wife. 


But fince the Coach ſuch Novelties has bred, 
The Sguire un marry'd, and the Captain wwed, 
d be reveng'd, and goe PU go to bed. 


(Ex. omnes. 
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